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CHAPTER ONE 

Till BOY NLXT DOOR 

Bi rrY could hardly kccji still one fine day at the end 
of July. “Robin’s coming home fioin boarding 
school,” she told everyone. “And my Cousin Lucy 
is corping to stay to-day. Two people on one day — 
1 ihal! have fun after being all alone!” 

Betty did have rather a*lonely life. Her .brother 

9 
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Robin went off to boarding school each jferm, and 
Betty had lessons at home with her governess, Miss 
Thomas, because there was' no school near, betty’s 
parents lived in a lonely spot, ip beautiful country, 
with hills and rivers all round. The only house 
ftear was -a big empty one built as ,a pair to Betty’s 
own house, which stood in its own grounds nearby. 

But now Betty’s cousin Lucy was coming to stay 
— and her bi other was coming home. It faould 
be marvellous to have two companions. 

“Robin’s eleven, Lucy is ten and I am ’nine,” she 
thought. “ We’re like a step-ladder. Won’t Robin bp 
pleased to find Lucy here, too!” 

, Lucy arriVcd first, by car. She {vas not much 
bigger than Betty, but was quite different. Betty 
was fair, witji blue eyes, like Robin — but Lucy was 
very dark, with short, curly hair and deep brown 
eyes. Betty riishcd to meet her when the car drew 
up. 

“Lucy! I’m' so glad you’ve come! Robin isn’t 
here jet, but he will be soon Mutnmy, can J take' 
I.ucy to my room? Lucy, you’re -to share a bedroom 
with me!” 

“Dear me, Betty, let me juit get a look at Lucy!” 
said Mummy, with a laugh. “Did you travel ^11 by 
yourself, Lucy? How grown-up you are!” 

“ Wei 1 — I didn’t_travel quite by. myself,” said Lucy, 
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and she turned Jjack towards the car. “ Oh, Aunt 
Jane, I hope you won’t mind — but I just had to 
bring Sandy!” 

, “Who in the world is Sandy?” said Mummy, 
astonished. 

“This is §andy,” said Lucy — and out. oTf the ®ar 
jumped a brown and white fox-terrier, not much 
bigger than a puppy. “Aunt Jane, he got into the 
tram with me*and got under the seat when no one 
was looking — and the tram went" off with him— so 
I couldn't very well make him go back, could I? 
Will it matter having him, do you think? He’s 
‘awfully good. lie doesn’t need a kennel. He can 
sleep on my Jed at night.” 

“I don’t think I want him to do that,” said tier 
aunt. “But as he’s Irere we can’t do anything but 
wcltomc him. Do you want a bone, Sandy?” 

“Wuff!” said Sandy politely. lie *vas on his very 
best behaviour. 

“I hope you haven’t any cats,” Said Lucy, going 
indoors with h*r cougin. “Sandy is awful with cats. 
Honestly, he thinks they’re only made to chase.” 

“Well, we’ve got Tiger,” said Betty. “But no dog 
has ever chased Tigcfr yet. She’s too fierce. She’s a 
ginger cat with stripes. I should think she’ll quite 
probably chase Sandy. Come on. Let’s go upstairs. 
I’m dying to hcar all youY news. I hope Rpbin will 
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be here soon. He’ll be awfully pleased to see you.” 

But Robin didn’t seem too pleased to sec Lucy, 
.fie arrived soon afterwards* and shoot hands >very 
politely. But Betty could tell that he wasn’t as. 
pleased as she had expected. She followed him into 
his bedroojn when he went to unpack. „ 

“Robin, don’t you like Lucy? Aren’t you g?ad to 
be home again with me? Robin, Lucy has bi ought 
a dog called Sandy.” 

“Oh, I’m pleased to be home,” said Robin, un- 
strapping a ti unk. “ But it’s going to be a bit dull 
with only two girls to play with. 1 hope you won’t 
want me to play with your dolls.” 

'“Robin ! Kon’t be homd!” said# Betty. “You 
know r I don’t play with dolls when you're home. I 
like tree-climbing and things like that then. I 
thought you’d like having two people to play Vvith 
in the holidays* instead of one.” 

“Well, it’s a pity one 6f them isn’t a boy, that’s 
all,” said Robin} emptying all t\ie things out of his 
trunk on to the floor. “ After 9II, I live with boys all 
the term — and I feel pretty feebly when I get home 
and play with two* little girls. Girls can’t even 
catch!” 

“I can catch!” said Betty indignantly. “"Sou 
know I can. And I bet Lucy can, too. Oh, look — 
here’s S^ndyl” 
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Sandy ^ came running in, wagging his tail. He 
went straight up to Robin, put his paws up on his 
legs, and liclced him with a wet pink tongue. 

. “ Oh, you’re a nice little dog!” said Robin, pleased. 
“I bet you’ll come out with me for walks, wtm’t 
you? You won’t want to stick with girls all. the 
time!*’ 

“WufF,” said Sandy, and wagged his tail so fast 
thaett looked like smoke at the end of him. 

“I don’t expect Lucy will want lnm to go for 
walks with you without us,” said Betty, looking 
so mournful that Robin suddenly laughed. lie 
stretched out his hand and pulled Betty down beside 
him. 

“ I lcel rather grown-up these hols,” he said. “ I’ve 
been put into another form, you know, and we all 
think a lot of ourselves, because we’ie not juniors 
any moie! Cheer up! We’ll have some fun together 
— but I DO wish there wa& another .boy somewhere 
for me to play with." 

Betty told Mummy whajt Robin had said. “He 
seems too grown-up for girls now,” she said 
seriously. “It’s all right for Lucy and me because 
we’ve got 011c another for company. But it would 
be nice for Robin \o have a boy. Haven’t we a boy 
cousin we cau ask tp stay, Mummy?” 

“ No,” said Mummy, laughing at Betty’s^ solemn 



14 THE BO,Y NEXT DOOR 

face. “ Don’t worry about Robin./- He’ll \yant you 
to go off walking and boating and climbing with 
him when he has settled down again! Anyway — 
there may perhaps be a boy corping to live next- 
doof!” 

Mummy! Next door — but it’s, an empty house!” 
said Betty. “No one’s lived there for a long tl'me.” 

“ Well, I’ve heard that people have taken the house 
and are staving there for the summer,'’ said Muitr.uy. 
“It’s to be let furnished, you know — the last people 
left it with all the furnituie in. So, for all We know, 
there may be a boy for Robin to play with — in fact , 
there might even be a whole family of children!” 

JJps was extiting. The three childn.fi watched for 
the new family to come. They arrived in two or 
three days’ time, but as they time just as night was 
falling, it was difficult to sec how many there were. 

Robin saw them quite by chance. He was in bed, 
and heard a car qn the road. He hopped out and went 
to see if it stopped next door. It did. It looked a very 
big and expensive car. Out of it go* three or four 
people, as far as Robin could see from his window, 
which had a view of the drive that ran round the 
front of the next door house.' One person seemed 
fairly small. 

“Hope it’s a boy!” said Robirj to himself as he 
hopped back into bed. “We’ll fiijd out to-morrow. 
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Maybe we’ll hear him shouting about — or he’ll go 
down to the village to shop or something.” 

But the boy, if it was a boy, didn’t appear at afj. 
.The three children watched carefully the next day, 
but they neither saw nor heard anything of the* boy. 
The tradesmen drove up to the house aod’dcliye*cd 
goods, and a chauffeur was seen cleaning the car 
outside the garage. But there was no sign of a boy. 

^You must 'have been mistaken,” said Lucy to 
Robin. “Look — there’s the grocer coming. Let’s 
ask him'if he knows if there arc any children next 
door now.” 

So they asked him. “I think there’s a boy,” said 
the grocer. l JI had to take some things roiled the 
back way, and I believe I saw a boy. You’ll see him 
soon enough if there? is.” 

But the boy didn’t appear. “It’s funny,” said 
Robin. “I wonder what he docs with himself. He 
never goes for walks. We never Jicur him in the 
garden. Let’s climb a tree and sec Tf we can see him 
jany where. There’s s^big chestnut at the side of our 
garden, near next door’s garden. If we climbed that 
we could look down on their lawn, I should think.” 

They all three w$nt to the big chestnut tree. 
Robjn climbed ujv first, to show the girls where to 
put their feet. Bgtty was quite good at climbing, 
but Lucy wasn’t so good.' It took her ages .to get up 
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high. But how lovely it was sitting astritte a branch 
at the top of the tree, looking down into their own 
.garden, and into the next one, too! 

“Isn’t it untidy and overgrown!” said Robin. “I 
can*t sec anyone, tan you ? ” 

«“Xes, lopk — over there!” said Lucv suddenly. The 
others looked wheie she pointed, and they Saw a 
small summer-house. Outside it, in a deck-chair, 
sat rather a fierte-looking woman, knitting. ATihey 
watched she put clown her knitting, settled herself 
comfortably, yawned, and seemed to go tv> sleep. 

“No sign of any boy,” said Lucy. And then all 
three children stared hard, down into the untidy 
s{>ace wheie *the herce-looking won Jan sat, asleep 
in her chair Someone was creeping out of the hedge 
nearby ! Someone \v as on hands and knees, crouching 
behind the chair! 

“A Red Indmn!” said Betty, amazed. “Look at 
those gorgeous , feathers. * What’s he going to do?” 

The Red IndiAn suddenly rosd to his feet, gave an 
ear-splitting yell, ran rpund ,and round the chair 
in a very fierce manner, and then disappeared into 
the hedge again. The woman woke and sat up 
angrily. 

“Kit! I won’t have these trifks played on me. 
I’ve told you that before. Comq and take off your 
Red Indjan things at once. I’ve told you you can’t 
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wear them because you always behave so badly when 
you’ve got them on.” 

But Kit didn't appear. The woman went to the. 
•hedge and began to poke about with a stick. 

“Come out! I shall tell Mr. Barton of you. Your 
tutor told you potato make any noise at all, and.y®u 
know* perfectly well why. Yelling like that in my 
ear!” 

*¥■[£ stick at 'last found the hiding Kit, and he 
wriggled out of the hedge, grinning. Ilis face was 
painted m a very peculiar manner, with bright- 
coloured stripes across it. 

“Sorry, Miss Taylor,” he said, “but I’m just tired 
of hanging atpund here and never dofng anyttjii^g. 
I’m going to go mad just for a few minutes and then 
I’ll take these things tiff and settle down.” 

And, to the watching children’s gieat delight. 
Kit proceeded to go completely mack, dancing about 
round the angry Miss Taylor, .brandishing what 
looked like a chopper, and yelling In a really fear- 
some manner. »He tjien did a kind of war-dance, 
which was marvellous to watch, pulled off his 
wonderful feathered ficad-drcss at the end, and 
bowed gravely to Mjfes Taylor. 

rf The show is rnpw ended,” he said, and took off 
his Red Indian cosfume. The children saw that he 
was a boy, well-grown, o*f about eleven oj; twelve, 
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with dancing eyes, short-cropped hair and a wide 
grin. He lay down on the grass and began to read, 
•with Miss Taylor grumbling away nearby. 

“I think,” said Robin, “I rather think — we’re 
gofng to know that boy! Golly, what a war dancel 
I*say — he’s American, I should think, wouldn’t you? 
He spoke with a kind of di awl.” 

“He’s fan, anyway,” said Betty. t “IIow can we 
get to know him? Oh—/ knoW! Let’s all df%& up, 
in our Red Indian things, and squeeze through the 
hedge to-morrow! We’ll pounce on hint and give 
him an awful fright! That will be fun!” 

“Right!” said Robin, sliding down the tree. “We 
MtjJJ.!” 




CHAPTER TWO 


THE RED INDIANS HAVE A* BM3 TIME 

Tjie three children licit excitml about their plan 
for giving the boy next jloor a fright. 

“It will be just the same kind of surprise he gave 
to that tierce-looking 'woman !” said Lucy. “Have 
you got a Red Indian suit, that will fit me?” 

“You can have n\y old one,” said Robin. “I had 
a fine new one last, Christmas. Really, you. should 
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be a Red Indian squaw, and not wear, a proper 
brave’s head-dress with heaps of feathers — but it 
won’t matter for once.” 

The children’s mother was quite surprised to hear 
there was a boy nc\t door alter all. “Well, he’s very 
quj£t, Irriust say,” she said. “ I wish y,ou three were 
as quiet! Really, I feel sometimes I might as well go 
and live in the monkey-house at the Zoo — or perhaps 
in the parrot-house. I am sure 'tha't either o^those . 
places would he 'very peaceful compared with our 
house!” 

The children laughed. “ Well, I’m jolly glad there’s 
a boy next dooi,” said Robin. “I shall like to play 
witjj him. Ke looks good fun. I should think he’s 
about the same age as I am.” 

Nobody said what they were going to do the next 
day. Robin turned out his old Red Indian suit and 
Lucy tried it on. If she tui ned up the edges of the 
trouser-legs, it .would fit fiei quite well. She tiied on 
the feathered Ifead-diess. 

“I look grand!” she. said. “I’d .much rather be 
an Indian brave than a squaw! Qh, I’m longing for 
to-morrow!” 

The next day came. RobirA climbed the chestnut 
tree to see if the boy next door vps anywhere about. 
At first he couldn’t see him — and then he heard a 

ft 

checrfuj whistling froni the summer-house, and 
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Untrimroed rambler roses hung everywhere, and 
posts stood crookedly, half dragged down by the, 
weight of the ovcrgrdwn chmbcis. There was a* 
•very thick copse oi^tiees just before the children 
reached the lawn where the summer-hou^e stood, 
and they wcre.wcj,! hidden in the shadow of thesis. 

They lay on their tummies and wnggled along 
as Red Indians do. Robin and Betty had had plenty 
of^ practice at this sort of thing, foi they had played 
at Red Indians foi yeais, but Lucy was not so used 
to it, and’ the others ti owned at her when she made 
.a dry stick ciack beneath her. 

“Sh!” whispered Robin. “Don’t you know that 
Red Indians pj'ver make a sound, silty? Now«look 
out for that twig — it’s so diy it’ll pop loudly if you 
crack it in half.” 

They crawled as silently as they could through 
the little wood. It was dai k and ovei^iown in there. 
A blackbird saw them and flew «fi in a fright, 
calling loudly to all the other buds to beware. 

. “BJow that bird!” said Robin in a whisper. “Lie 
still, everyone. Kit might be^n the watch if he 
knows that blackbirds give the alarm when they 
see^ anything suspicidus. Wait till I give you the 
\WSlito go on again.” 

So they all lay apiite still, whilst the blackbird 
shouted his alann. from the top of a nearby tree. 
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After a while he grew tired of it and flew down into 
jthe children’s own garden next door. € 

“Now we’ll get on,” whispered Robin, and ofie by 
one the three children crept neajfr and nearer to the 
little enclosed lawn, W'here they hoped to find Kit. 

•They didn’t, see a pair ol bright fyes looking in 
amazement at them from a tiee under which they 
passed. Tliev didn’t notice Kit up there, sitting as 
still as a mouse, watching the three childien%cR>w 
passing by in single file! They didn’t hear him 
slither quietly down the tree when they ’had ‘gone 
by. He was grinning widely. He guessed that a. 
trick was to be played on him— and he was going 
to play a tri£k, too! 

The three children came to the edge of the lawn. 
The gi as^ had,bcen cut and it Was easy to look across 
to the little summer-house. No one seemed to be 
there now. Wfftrt a pity! Perhaps Kit had gone out. 

“We’ll separate,’’ whispered Robin. “Lucy, you 
go that way. Betty, keep here, and I’ll go the other 
way. Then, when I gi.vc a whistle, we’ll ah dart 
out of our hiding-places and catch Kit when lie 
comes.” 

So the three separated, and- keeping well hidden 
in the undergrowth beyond the lft wn, they wriggled 
along to surround the grassy patch. 

Suddenly Betty had a terrilrje shock. A most 
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fiercesoms-looking face glared at her from out of a 
bush. It was red and blue all over, and was topped 
by a Ynagnificent feathered head-dress. It was Kit, 
of course. He sprangwi Hetty, and before she could 
shout for help he had jerked her to her feet and *set 
her with her back to a tree. 

He whipped a rope from around his waist and even 
as Betty yelled i,n fright he tied her to the tfee so that 
sh? co&ld not escape. 

“One prisoner!” said the boy with a grin. “Now 
for the others!” 

. Lucy was frightened when she heard Betty’s yell, 
and she lay quite still in the undergrowth. But 
Robin went tojhis sister’s rescue, standing up t» see 
where she was and then rushing towards her 

“Look out, Robin, lt/ok out!” yelled Bettv as Robin 
came running up. “That hoy is up a tree — look, 
just there!” 

But it was too late! As Robin looked up into the 
tree, Kit dropped down on him froift a branch, and 
bp th boys rolled*to the,ground. -K.it was very strong, 
and it was not long before he sat astride Robin and 
tied up his arms so that he could not struggle! 

“Another prisoner 4o tie up to a tree!” said Kit 
with $ grin. He shook back the enormous feathers 
on his head and grinned all over his brilliant red and 
blue face. “Come pn!” 
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“Come and help me, Lucy, quick!” yeUed Robin. 
But Lucy was too scared to move. Kit dragged the 
unwilling Robin to the tree next to Betty and'deftly 
tied him there. 

'Robin was furious and strained at the rope, 
trying to frge himself. But JCit.knew all about 
knots and loops, and both Betty and Robin were 
proper prisoners! 

And then it was poor Lucy’s 'turn! Kit foilnd* ncr 
easily, because she really was h ightened. He tied her 
up to a thiid tree, and then stood in front of them, 
grinning his wide grin. “Now for a war-dance!” he 
said, “ and then maybe I’ll try shooting a few arrows 
at you!” 

lie did his amazing war dance again, circling 
round the tr^cs, making a wdnderful noise of yelling 
and whooping as he went. The three children 
watched him, 4 angry that they were prisoners, but 
admiring Kit very muefi because he really did seem 
exactly like a real Red Indian. 

“I suppose you thought you’d creep into rqy gar- 
den and take me prisoner!” 4 said Kit, stopping at last. 
“You can’t trick Kit Anthony Armstrong like that! 
I’m going to get my bow afid shoot a few arrows 
at you now! I’ll be back!” 

To the children’s horror the boy sped off towards 
the house. Was he really going, to do as he said? It 
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■wouldn’t. be at aU pleasant to have arrows shot into 
them — or around them ! Lucy began to cry. 

R(/bin pulled hard at the rope that bound his. 
hands. If only he could get free and untie the others! 
But it was no use at all. He couldn’t undo the Stiff 
knots. 

Thtfn he heard the sound of voices near the house. 
It seemed as if Kit had met someone. The children 
. listened. Kit was Coming back — without his bow 
and at rows! 

“I .say, v he said, “the dragon’s back from her 
.walk! She’ll be fuiious if she sees you here in our 
ghidcn. I’d better set you free. No — I shan’t have 
time! She’s coming to the summer»house, jpok! 
Now listen — stay absolutely still and quiet and 
maybe she won’t see*you. I’ll go and hide some- 
where and hope to set you ftee when she goes back 
to the house.” 

Kit disappeared into the* hushes. .Almost at once 
the ficrcc-looking wetman appeared, Carrying a book. 
The children’s heart siyik as <jhe/ook a chair fiom the 
summer-house and sat down in it, opening her book. 

They cotdd not be seen from where the woman 
sat, so they all stayed* as still as they could. Betty 
thought the name*Kit had for her was very good. 
She really was fieref enough for a dragon! 

And then Lucy got a tickle in her threat! She 
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hardly dared to clear the tickle svway, so she swal- 
lowed hard. But the tickle came back, even worse. 
She swallowed again — and then, alas!' she coughed! 
It was rather a big cough, and it made the woman 
look up at once. 

« “Is tfiat you, Kit?” she said. There xyas no answer. 
Poor Lucy tried to choke back her next cough, but 
it came loudly, though Robin frowned fiercely at 
her. The dragon got up at once. 

She came xound a big bush— and saw the thiee 
cliildicn tied up to the tiecs! She staled ut them in 
such amazement that Betty wanted to laugh. It 
seemed as if the dragon ically and truly could not 
belifve her eyes! 

Nobody said a word. Robin tried to look as if it 
was the most oulinaiy thing* in the woild to be tied 
to a tree in someone else’s garden. And then the 
dragon found* her voice! 

“WIIAT aie, you doiAg here?” she asked. “How 
dare you come* into my gardeif without permission? 
Who aie you? Why liq.ve yoji tied. yourselves up to 
my trees?” 

“ We’re the children from next door,” said Robin. 
“ We came to play with the hoy here.” 

Then the woman said a most astonishing thing. 
“ Boy!” she said. “A boy here! There’s no boy here 
at all! .You mhst be macl. I shall complain to your 
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mother abqut you. »You are never to come here again. 
As for there being a boy here, you are quite mis- 
taken. * Whoever told yoif that has not told you the 
truth. There is no c^ild here at all.” 

The children listened to all this in the greatest 
amazement. Roljin # was about to say .that* the boy* 
had tied them up, when he caught sight of Kit 
signalling to hnji hom a bush behind the Aragon’s 
bad?. If was plain that Kit did not want Robin to 
say anything moie 

1 he diagbn undid Robin’s ropes and the boy then 
s£t his nsUr and cousin tree. “Now, if I catch you 
licreUgain I shall quite piobably spank the whole 
lot of jou,” said*the herce woman. “ AnS remember 
what I’ve sanl— theic is NO BOY IIERF.l” 

The chilchen fled hortie, puz/led and t frightened. 
“It’s a mystery,” said Robin solemnly when they 
were sate m then own gaiden ag.tin. “A real 
mysteiy. Why should that woman tell such a 
stoiy? Girls, we’ve (*0'I to find ouf what it’s all 
abqut!” 



CHAPTER THREE 


THE bLgINNINC or Tlfc ADVENTURE 

Robin, Betty and Lucy discussed tiie happenings 
next door as they stripped off their Red Indian suits. 
“We had better not tell ‘•anyone,” said Robin. 
“Perhaps we oughtn’t to have slipped into* the 
garden next door like that without permission. I 
say, wssn’t Ki‘t smart to capture us all? I can’t 

3 < 
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say I likcfl being rticd up like that — but he did come 
along to set us free when that fierce woman was 
near.” 

• “I liked him,” said Betty. “I wish he’d teach me 
that war-dance. We <?ould go right down to *the 
bottom of the garden to learn it. Mummy wquM 
have rf fit if we all started yelling like that.” 

“Are we going in to sec that boy again?” said 
, Lifcy. ’“I’d be rather afraid to, after seeing that 
fierce dragon-woman. And why 'did she say there 
wasn’t a Boy there? I suppose she didn’t know we’d 
.seen him. She must be silly if she thought we’d 
tifcd'oursclvcs up to trees!” 

“I vote we go in again to-morrow , V said Rgbin. 
“Not to-day, because we’ve got to go out with 
‘Mummy — and, anywsfy, that woman might be on 
the watch. But to-morrow we might.” 

“I don’t want to,” said Lucy. 

“Nor do I,” said Betty. 

“Pooh — co wards!”* said Robin sccfrnfully. “That 
is. just like girls — always afraid when anything 
happens. All righ% I’ll go by myself!” 

Before he went the next day, ftobin climbed up the 
tree to see if the d/agon-woman was anywhere 
about; He couldn’t«see anyone on the lawn at all. As 
he slid down the tfee to the ground, Lucy came 
running up. 
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“That fierce woman has just gone t out!” she 
panted. “I went out after Sandy, who ran out of 
the front gate, and I saw her going cfown the lane. 
Why don’t you squeeze into the next-door garden 
no\v and find Kit?” 

• “I’m gping^ to,” said Robin, and f he went to the 
hedge to find the thin part through which thfcy had 
all squeeaed the day before. 

But a great surprise awaited' hifn> It wife quite, 
impossible to get through into the next-door garden 
now — because somebody had erected strong, chain- 
link fencing all the way down the other side of the, 
hedge! 

“l.ook at «hat!” said Robin, ii surprise. “That 
must have been done yestetday whilst we were out 
with Mumm^. It’s no good 'squeezing through the 
hedge now— we couldn’t get past that fencing. It’s 
a kind of extra-strong wiic-netting — the kind they 
use to keep cattle in, I should think! Golly 1 Fancy 
doing all that tt> keep us out'” * 

“It makes me think there rpally is a mystery next 
door,” said Lucy feeling excited. “We can’t get 
over the top of the fencing cither — it’s much too 
high. The boy next door is a sfcrt of prisoner, it seems 
to me.” 

As the children stood looking, through the hedge 
at the sjrange and unexpected fence, they heard the 



THE BEGINNING OF THE ADVENTURE 33 

sound of distant voices. One was Kit’s — and the 
other was a man’s. 

“Let’s do a fut of shouting to one another,” said 
Rohm, “then Kit wih know we aie playing heie, and 
pci haps come to the hit?ge to talk to us. We’d betfer 
not shout to Aifn. Tor some reason, or other jh® 
people*next door plainly don’t want us to know 
Kit lives thete. Come — shout to me and I’ll shout 
.bade.” 

So the three began ro shout loudly to one another, 
hoping Kit would hear them and know they were 
there. But although they waited some time the boy 
di3TB.it come to the hedge. 

“ J’U clnnb thi* tree again and sec if he’s still there,” 
said Robin at last. So he climbed high and looked 
*down ( into the garden below. Kit itw^therc — but a 
man was with him this time, not the ficrcc-looking 
woman. The man looked stern and rather old, from 
what Robin could see of Him. He appeared to be 
teaching Kit. 

fis Robin looked, the, man «hut the book they were 
studying, and leaned back in his chair. Robin could 
not hear what he said, but he imagined that he was 
telling Kit he was tree to play. Now peihaps the boy 
would, come to talk’ to the others 1 

But he didn’t, for the man still sat there. Kit went 
into the summer-hopse and brought but a ball. He 

B.N.D. B 
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threw it up into the air and caught it. The man bent 
his head and i cad his book. 

Kit went on and on throwing the ball high, and 
higher — and then sudden lyjie threw the ball with 
aft his force towards the"^ next-door garden! It 
•curved high .over the tree and theij disappeared into 
Robin’s own gaidcn, landing with a thud! 

“How* peculiar!” thought Robin, and watched 
to see what the boy did next. 'He produced Another 
ball and began throwing that about, too. Then he 
sat down, took out .his pocket-knife arid began to 
whittle at a stick. 

“I’ll find his ball,” thought Robin, and slidniown 
thotice. “Feihaps lie has thrown ij. over to give us 
an excuse to take it back to the house and ask for 
him.” 

The boy told Betty and Lucy what had happened, 
and they all hunted for the ball. Sandy came along 
and hunted, too, *his tart quivering with excitement, 
for he had no* idea what everyone was looking for, 
but he couldn’t help hoping it was a rabbity 

The ball seemed to have disappeared completely. . 
It was most tiresome. Everyone scraped about for 
it, in the most unlikely pkces. And then Sandy 
found it! He gave a whine and put his paw on 
it. He rolled it out from under a bush and then sat 
down to receive pi aise and pats, very sorry to find ' 
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that it w^s only* a ball that was lost, and not a 
rabbit. 

Robin picked up the ball. “Good dog!” he said 
to Sandy. “You’re worth a hundred cats! Tiger 
would just sit on a wail and turn her nose up at*us 
if we lost anyfhing.” 

“ Do*you think We dare to take the tail back next 
door?” said Betty, “/don’t dare!” 

ttl’ll «take it,” ‘said Robin. “It’s a pretty awful 
ball, anyway — it’s got a tear in it* It wouldn’t be 
any good for bouncing.” 

Lucy took it and put her fingers inquisitively into 
ttoj^ele. She was just about to take them out again 
when her eyes widened in excitement. 

“ What’s up?”'said Robin. 

“There’s something .inside,” said Lucy. “Wait — 
let me get it out!” 

She wriggled her finger and thumb about inside 
the old ball, and heard the crackje of paper. She 
got hold of it at lasfand pulled it cut. 

“It’s a note!”, she s # aid. “Gplly, what a clever 
way o’f sending us. a message!” 

“Right under the nose of tlfat man, too,” said 
Robin. “I think Master Kit is very clever. I’d just 
love* to have him far a friend! Give me the note, 
Lucy. What does it say?” 

Lucy handed over the note and Robin upfolded 
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it. It was quite short, written in a string, bold 
handwriting. 

“To My Tiirff. Prisoners — 

* “ Don’t believe the DragCn" when she says I’m 
,npt her?! She has a Reason. I’m very lonely and 
bored, and I should like to know you. Bilt you 
mustn't* be seen here. They’ve put a chain-link 
fence all round the garden nerw <0 keep you oat. 
But holes can 'be dug underneath ! What about 
it? Chuck this ball back with an answer .when 
you get a chancel 

“ K.A.i*r. J 

This was really a very thrilling note indeed to get. 
The three children stared at one another in excite- 
ment. There certainly was a Mystery — and only Kit 
could explain it. They must — they really mint — get 
into the garden next dAor again, somehow. But 
they would have to be very careful not to be caught. 

They all read the qote again. «Jt seemed even 
stranger and more exciting the second time. “ We’ll 
write an answer,” said Robin. “ And of course, we’ll 
dig a hole underneath a bit <J[ the fencing and get 
through that way. It’s an awfully good idea.^ But 
we’d better do it away at the bottom of the garden 
in case anyone &cs us.” 
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“ We’ll have to t^ke turns at it,” said Betty. “ We’ll 
have to keep guard. 0-o-oh, it will be fun! I say — • 
won't* it be thrilling if, we get into the next-door 
garden again and have to keep a lookout for the 
Dragon? It makes flit* .hiver to think of it!” 

“Shall we answer the note?” asked Lucy. “ Wha^ 
shall we say?” 

They went indoors to get paper and pencil, and 
Rq))in wrote an 'answer. 

“To Our Captor — 

r 

“ We’re going to dig a hole. Can you get out at 
uiftht? It would be best to meet then. Say, 
to-night at qiidnight, by the sumnjer-house, if 
possible. Send the ball back with an answer. 

“RpBIN, LUCV AND BLTrY.” 

The ball was thrown back. Robin threw it, as he 
could throw really well. Batty sat at the top of the 
chestnut tree to watfh if it fell on the lawn. She 
came down in su t ch a state of giggles that the other 
tvtfo cduldn’t get a word out of her for some time. 

“ Oh, Robin — the ball* fell right on that man’s 
book!” giggled Bctty. # »“It gave him such a jump! 
And then he turned round and began to scold Kit 
for throwing it at him. Kit took the ball and 
went into the summer-houSe with it/” 
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“ Golly, that must have been a funny si^ht to see,” 
said Robin, with a chuckle. “I expect Kit’s read the 
note by now. Come on — lef’s see whcic would be the 
best place to dig a hole. Wc could be starting th^t 
now, really. Where’s Sandy? Re can come, too, and 
# scrape‘ about with his paws. He would be quite a 
help.” 

So all, four went off down the garden, carrying 
spades — at least, Sandy didn’t carny one, though* he 
would dearly harve liked’ to. He felt very important 
following the children about. 

They examined the hedge thoroughly, and found 
just the place to dig a hole. 

“Between, these two hawthorn .trees would be 
best,” said Robin. “Wc can cut away the lower 
branches so that they won’,t scratch us while we 
work. We fan dig deep down heie because the 
ground is nic<; and soft. 1 guess it will take us some 
time to burrow right tinder the fencing the other 
side. 

“Well, we don’t need a very big, hole,” said Betty. 
“We can wriggle down the passage like Red Indians 
do. I say, won’t it be fun! ‘Sandy, you go and begin 
the hole — just there, look!”' 

So Sandy obligingly went. down between* the 
hawthorn trees and began to scrape so violently 
that the earth -flew up iA the children’s faces. 
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“Lucy, you kecf> guard,” said Robin. “Betty, you 
and I will start digging. Come on. Get away now, 
Sandy. You’ve made affine beginning!” 

So the hole was.bejjun, and the thice children 
worked very haid indeed to make it big enough to 
wiigpjle down .that night. What an advcntarel 
Through the hole at midnight! They were all 
longing foi twelve o’clock to tome. 

tl I sliall feel a bit Lightened!” said Betty. “But 
that will be part of the fun!” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


THE IIOLL UNDFR TIIL FENCE 


The ciiildrfn worked very hard indeed at digging 
the hole under the chain-link fencing When 
Mummy called them m to their dinner they were 
tired and hungry, and also extiemely duty. , 
“Good gracious!” saul Mummy “What in the 
world have you been doing with yourselves? You 
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lool< as if* you’ve been trying to dig down to 
Australia or something!” 

“Will— we have been digging,” said Betty. 

•The others trowngd at her. They thought Betty 
was silly even to hint at* their secret. 

“Shall I come and see what you’ve btjen digging?” 
said Mummy. 

But to "her suyjirise nobody seemed very* keen on 
•faffing iiei down the* gulden to see their mornings’ 
work. 

“It’s a sort of secret,” said Robin at last. Mummy 
tvas very understanding about secrets. She nodded 
her hCad. 

“I see,” she sjiid. “Well, you keep your secret ! 
I’m sure it's something lovely.” 

Eve-yone heaved a sigh of relief. T^ey ate their 
dinners hungrily, and then went out again to go 
on with their work. They talked abo\it Kit in low , 
voices as they dug. 

“lie must be jolly bored living in that house with 
the. drjigon-womJm ard that stern-looking man,” 
said Robin. “ Nobody to .play with or have a laugh 
with.” 

“And people saying* he isn’t there at all 1” said 
Bettj. What a stotty-tcller that woman is!” 

“Sh!” said Lucy euddenjy. She was on guard, 
watching to see if auyone came down their garden 
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or the next. “Someone is coming 1 down next door’s 
garden!” 

At once the children hid\heir spades under a bush 
and crouched down low in soipe tall grass nearby. 
They Jay there quite quiet* They heard the sound 
*bf someone brushing against the o,vcrgrown bushes 
next door, and then came the sound of voices. 

“This ‘garden is very thick and .overgi own. No 
one can see into it from the outside. That’s* goo*d!” 

“Have you been all round*” came the voice of 
the dragon-woman. Robin tried to see who her 
companion was. lie felt sure it was the stern-looking 
man. 

“•Yes— I vfent all round when G<£>rgc put up the 
wire-fencing,” said the other voice. “No one can get 
in now, and, no one can see ‘in.” 

The two people came near to where the children 
had been wot Ring. Sandy growled softly. Lucy put 
her hand on his collar *to keep him quiet. All the 
children shivered with excitement, fearing that 
their digging might be disoovci e<I. 

But luckily it wasn’t. Tlje two people went slowly 
by, and neither of them saw the deep hole under the 
fencing just theic. When they had gone out of sight 
and hearing, the diggers begaii again. This time 
Robin was on guard. 

By the time that tea was ready the hole was 
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almost djep and, big enough to wriggle through. 
“We can easily finish after tea,” said Robin. 
“Gracious, riiy back aches! O-o-oh! — I don’t like, 
.standing up straight at all!” 

“We’d better clean ourselves up a bit befote your 
mother sees us,” said Lucy, looking at their dirty 
overalls and hands. So they all went and had a good 
wash, atjd brushed their clothes well. Thuy ate such 
enormous ’tea -that theii mother was really 
surprised. 

“Anyone would think you had all been very hard 
at work, the way you are eating,” she said, as plate 
after.plate was emptied “Robin, I can’t believe you 
want another bun. 'Ihat must be thg fifth you’ve 
had !” 

“\yiong, Mummy!” said Robin. “It’s the 
seventh!” 

The hole was finished by six o’clock. By that time 
it was quite big enough tonviiggle through. It was" 
like a cuiving trench that sloped dcwvnwards to the 
fencing, underneath it, and,th,en up the other side. 
It had been very diH'cult to manage the other side, 
but somehow Robin had managed to scramble 
thfough underneath; and dig the trench widely 
there, too. 

“ hfow — we’ll all wriggle through on our 
tummies,” said Robin, and'onc by orfe they sfruggled 
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to get under the fencing and into the next-door 
garden. 

It was really very excising. Sandy wasomost 
excited, too, and ran down the trench and back, 
hi» tail wagging nineteen to thl dozen! 

“Don’t you think we’d better cover up the trench 
this side with* branches, or something?” said*Lucy, 
when they all stood among the overgrown grass 
and bushes in the next-door garden. “It .can so 
easily be seen now.” 

“Yes — we’ll do that,” said Robin, and* began to 
break some branches to spread over the hole. “We 
can drag these sprays across when we go back. The' 
last one can tjianage to do it.” 

Sandy suddenly stood still, his ea'rs up, his nose 
twitching and his tail quivering. He had heard* 
something, fie gave a little growl. 

“Somebody’s coming!” said Lucy in a whisper. 
“ Come on back.” 

t • 

But there w?s no time to get back. The stem- 
looking man was taking an eveni/ig walk around 
the grounds, and the children caught sight o'f him 
between the trees. 

“Climb a tree, quick!” whispered Robin. “'Up 
you get, Lucy! I’ll gi\e you a leg up!” 

He pushed poor Lucy up a tree, and then swung 
himself up, too.' Betty haU already climbed into one. 
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The man came nearer. Luckily he was walking very 
slowly. 

“What about Sandy?” •whispered Lucy. “lie can’t 
climb a tree! Lie down, Sandy; lie down!” 

But Sandy didn’t! He stood under Lucy’s trfce, 
looking up at her and Robin in great surprise. “He’ll 
make that man discover us!” said Lucy. 

But as soon as the man came near, Sandy left the 
.tree and ran up to him, his teeth bared, growling 
fiercely. The man stopped in astonishment. 

“Wall! ‘How did you get in here!” he cried. “I 
shouldn’t have thought there was any way through 
this fencing! You must have been here yesterday 
when we fenced in the grounds — and you couldn’t 
get out. Well — out you go now — and stop that silly 
growling or I’ll give you the WHIP!” 

Saitdy didn’t like the sound of that word. Ilis 
tail dropped. lie let the man take hold of his collar 
and lead him sternly off tip the garden towards 
the house. 

“ He’s going toJet hijn out pf the gate,” whispered 
Lucy to Robin. “Oh, good!” 

“ We’d better wait up here a little while in case the 
man comes back too Zjuitkly for us to get back,” 
said' Robin. 

So they waited in^ilence^ wishing that Kit would 
come along. But he .didn’t. 



46 THE BOY NEXT DOOR 

Suddenly they heard a pitter-patter of feet and a 
swishing of bushes as some little body came up to 
their trees. 

“ It’s Sandy again !” said Lucy with a giggle. “The 
main let him out — and he just* went down our garden 
fouqd out hoje, and came through, it to fetch us! 
Really, isn’t he awfully clever?* I hope the* man 
doesn’t come walking back again, because if he docs 
he’ll be frightfully surprised to 5>ee Sandy hefe onfle 
more!” 

“You’d better shin down the tree and* get* back 
through the hole with Sandy,” sjjid Robin. “Then 
keep a watch out and give a whistle when you’re 
sure .it’s safe for Betty and me to comedown.” 

So Lucy slid down the tree and went to the trench, 
with Sandy licking her ankles in delight. Thu girl * 
wriggled down on her tummy, and, like a real* Red 
^Indian, slid along down the hole and up the other 
side. It was very bad incited for clothes. Lucy made 
up her mind to wear her ver/ oldest things next 
time! 

She stood up when she got to /he other side and 
cautiously went up* and down the hedge to see if 
anyone was about in the next garden. But it seemed 
quite all right. So she gave a whistle, and Robip and 
Betty slid down their trees and w,ere soon wriggling 
through the hole. Robin went JLast and pulled the 
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broken branches ‘over the trench. It was quite well 
hidden then., 

“I* say — this is all r&ther exciting, isn’t it?” he> 
•said as he tried to Inrush the dirt off himself. “ Golly* 
aren’t we dirty? I bet Klummy will want to.kno'w a 
bit more about our secret if we kefp going in as 
black* as this. We’d better look out some raggedy 
old things to vvear for this tunnelling bhsiness!” 

* Thefr mother' was certainly not at all pleased when 
they appeared foi supper, although they had made 
themselves as clean as possible. She sent them to 
have a bath as soon as they appeared. 

“This Digging Secret, whatever it is, has got to 
stop,” she saio* “You are ruining your clothes.” 

“All right, Mummy, we won’t dig any more,' 
promised Robin, and \vent off to hav^ a bath. They 
ate a big supper, and then were so tired with their 
hard work that they began to yawrf widely. 

“Goodness ine, you’d better all go to bed!” their 
mother said. “You are tired out* Lucy is quite 
pale.? 

For once in a way th$ children didn’t argue about 
going early to bed. “We want to be awake at mid- 
night, so we might as well get a bit of sleep first,” 
said Robin to the efthers, when they were alone. 

“How shall we wake up?” said Lucy. 

“I’ve got an alar,m clock,” said Robin. “•1*11 set it 
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for a quarter to twelve, and wake’up you«two then. 
Come on — let’s go to bed. I really arn tired out!” 

So they all went to bed, knd as soon as they had 
put their heads on their pillows, they were asleep: 
They dreamt of tunnels and passages and holes, and 
Boy* Who Weren’t There, and dragon-women who 
frowned! And at last Robin’s alarm went off 'under 
his pillovf! He had put the little clock there, afraid 
that it might wake up his mother if*he stood 1ft on~a « 
table. It awoke him with a jump and he groped 
under the pillow to turn off the alarm bell'. 

Then he went to wake the two girls. They sat up 
in bed, excited. 

“But on those old things we got ready after 
supper,” whispered Robin. “Don’t be long! It’s a 
quarter to midnight!” 

In five minutes’ time three children and Sandy 
crept quietly o&t of the house, Robin’s torch shining 
to light the way. Down 'the dark garden to the hole 
under the fencdl Dear me, what a thrill it all wasl 




CHAPTER FIVE 

THROUGH THE HOlife AT A1IONIGIIT 

TyE three children giade their way down beside 
the hedge that separated the two gardens. Sandy 
ran with them, astonished and ’excited. Could this 
be a rabbit-hunt in tha middle of the night? 

Twp great gleaTning eyes of green suddenly 
appeared in the ligtu of the torch. Lucy gave a little 
scream of fright. S^ndy stopped — tfien gave a glad 

49 
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yelp and rushed forward. The ‘eyes disappeared, 
and theie caine the noise of something bounding 
up a tree. 

“It was only Tiger,” say! Betty, relieved. 
“Gracious, how queer her eyes looked, gleaming 
but* of the dirkness like that.^ Lucy, get Sandy 
back bcfote he starts to baik.” 

Sandy 'was hauled away from the tree tip which 
Tiger sat, her eyes gleaming green again. The* 
little company went on down the garden. Betty 
couldn’t help feel a little shaky at the knees. 'It was 
a bit too exciting! 

They came to the hole under the fencing. “Robin 
shone his tdich on it “You go ffist,” he said to 
Betty. “Then Lucy. Then I’ll come with the torch. 
I’ll stand herf and shine it fof you girls to see by.” 

One by one they wriggled thiough the hole, and 
at last they afl stood safely on the other side with 
Sandy at their beds, his tail wagging with pleasure. 
Robin shone his torch on the thick undergrowth. 

“I hope the light 'of my torch vJon’t be seen,”.he 
whispered. “I’ll keep my hand over it as much as I 
can. Let’s all take hands and try and walk in single 
hie.” 

So they did that, and stumbled along in the long 
grass and round thick bushes until they came to the 
little wtooded part that surrounded the lawn. 
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“Now, whereabouts is the su mmcr-hWse ?” said 
Robin in a whisper. “Oooh — what’s that?” 

They all stared at a red glow a little way off. It 
disappeared. Then it came again. Then it vanished 
orifce more. 

“ Jt’s thp light of a red lantern being turned on and 
off,” whispered Robin. “ I bet it’s Kit in the summer- 
house. Look, we’re on the lawn now. Keep hold of 
hands, and we’ll go across the gi*ass in the daiv, . 
towards the light.” 

So they went silently across the lawn, ’and came 
to a datk shape, which was the summer-house. 
Inside there came the red glow again, and vanished. 

“ &it ! Is it you?” whispeied Robin. 

A low voice answered him: “Yes! My, you’re 
punctual! It’s just striking twelve! Hark!” 

A clock could be heaid striking from the house. 
The children * crowded inside the summer-house 
with Sandy at jthuir het'Is, his tail banging against 
their legs as he*wagged it. 

“Are we safe herex?”, asked Jiobiu, feeling for the 
seat that ran round the little summer-house. “What’s 
that you’ve got? ATantern?” 

“Yes,” said Kit, and he switched on the dim red 
glow again. “I thought it would be a signal to^sliow 
you where to come. We’re quife safe here now. I 
heard my tutor ‘snoring aw ay in bed, and I know the 
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dragon couldn’t guess I’m out, because I left a 
bolster down the middle of my bed, in case she 
looked into my room.” 

. “ Good,” said Lucy. “ Kit, that was a smart idea 
of yours to send u^a message inside your old ball. 
We dug a hole under the fencing, just as you ’said ” 

“Good for you!”*said Kit. “I thouglit you would 
manage to do it. I’m glad you’re nest door. I may 
jjorhaps have a bit of <fun sometimes now ” 

“Kit, why did the dragon say theie was no boy 
here?” asked Robin cuiiously. “It was an awlul 
fib.” 

“Well — there’s ’a reason for it,” said Kit. “If J 
tell you, will you promise faithfully ijot to tell a 
single soul?” 

• “ Of course,” said all three at once. 

“You can trust us,” said Robin. 

Sandy licked Kit’s leg, meaning to stvy that he, too, 
could be trusted. 

“ Well, I’ll tell you,” <£iid Kit solemnly. I le swi tched 
on the red glow ^gain^ and his # face shone queerly 
in the ’crimson light. “There’s somebody after my 
life!” 

Nbbody said anything for a minute. This was a 
very strange thing to hear! 

" Wliat do you mean, Kit?” asked Robin at last. 

“It’s like this,” said Kit.* “I’m an American boy. 
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and Fm very, very rich. My grandfdtfier left an 
enormous fortune to my father, and when he dis- 
appeared and was thought to be dead in an aeroplane 
crash, the money came to me.” 

*■“ Oh — did your father die* whin the plane crashed, 
,thcn?” s^id Robin, feeling sorry for Kit. 

“The plane was burnt,” said Kit. “Nobody could 
be rescued from it. My father was known to be 
travelling in it, so I expect he lo^ his life when it 
crashed and buint out. Anyway — I came into his 
fortune.” 

“ But I don’t see why anyone should be after your 
life just because you’re rich,” said Betty, puzzled. 

“Ah, but; you see — if I died, there’s a horrible 
uncle of mine who would get my .money,” said Kit. 
“It’s an uncle I’ve never seen. He’s tried to kidnap 
me twice already. I guess I wouldn’t have much 
chance if he got hold of me!” 

This all sounded most extraordinary to the three 
children. Thoy felt as if the} must be in a dream, 
hearing about enorjnpus riejies, and a wicked uncle 
who was after a small boy! T.hey looked at itit’s 
earnest face glowirig in the red light. 

“Oh — is that why you’re jin hiding, then?” 'said 
Lucy. “Because you are in hiding, aren’t you? Is 
the dragon looking after you — and your tutor? 
What’s a tutof?” 
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* Oh, a teacher/ said Kit. “They found this lonely 
house in this flcsolate bit of country — sorry, I know 
it’s ldvely with its rivefs and hills, but it’s boring 
to a boy like me, who is used to living in towns — , 
well, they found tit is house and rented it to hide me 
till they can track down my wicked uncle «and 
stop Kim coming after me. We travelled over from 
America»and gqve him the slip.” 

* Wil'l he come to ‘this country and look for you?” 
asked Betty, a little shiver going down her back. 

“You bet he will!” said Kit. “But don’t you 
worry! I’m not afraid. The only thing I'm alraid of 
is beiitg bored and lonely. I guess if the dragon had 
known there were three children in your house she’d 
never have com^here! But she heard there was one 
little girl and that was all.” 

“Well, that’s all there is usually,” said Betty. “The 
little girl is me. But Robin comes ho the from board-, 
ing school in the hols, and this sanuncr our cousin 
Lucy is staying with us, too.” 

“ Ar\d we’re giving t»o hav® some fun,” said Kit. 
“Like me to teach yotj that war dance? It was 
taught me by a real live Red Indian. And my Red 
Indian suit is a real one, not a toy one like yours.” 

Kit. sounded ver^ exciting. The three children 
thought he would he a marvellous friend to have — 
just right for Robin, 
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“Robin was feeling rather vfexed these hols, 
because he only had two girls to play with,” said 
Hetty. “Now he will have* you. But 1 hope you’ll 
let me and Lucy play with you sometimes.” 

& Yop bet!” said Kit. “1 haven’t got any sisters, 
and. 1 always \vantcd some. You can play with me 
any time. We’ll have some tun!”' 

“Is that dragon-woman verv fierce?” asked Betty. 
“Who is she?” 

“Oh, she’s not bad,” said Kit. “My tutor, Mr. 
Barton, got her to keep an eye on me, and to watch 
out that nobody came near me, or knew about me 
here — and I’m not supposed to leave this garden 
at all, or show myself. If I obey her, file’s all right — 
but honestly I believe she’d get a stifck and spank me 
if I didn’t do what she said!”‘ 

“I shouldn’t be surprised if she did, either,” said 
.Betty. “She looks like that. 1 hope she never dis- 
covers us here!” 

“Do you thihk you really ate safe here?” asked 
Lucy anxiously. “Ic .would, be so awful if yo.ur 
wicked uncle discovered ,you and tried to get 
you.” 

“ I don’t see how he can possibly know,” said Kit. 
“Anyway, as I told you — /’;// not afraid! Now„ don’t 
you go and tell my secret, to anyone at all, will you? 

I want to be friends with you.” 
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“You ditt give us a fright when you tied us up to 
tn.es yestcidgy,” said Lucy with a giggle. “We 
infant to give \ou a flight'” 

• “I know,” said Kit wcfli a laugh. “Now — let’s 

f? ^ 

make plans I don’t see whv 1 shouldn’t sonjetimes 
get thiough that tunnel ol youis and go*nto youf 
gardcii, it I can be sonicwheie that no one can spot 
me ” 

"“Well -if you do that, why can’t you come 
out boating with us on the mer one day?” said 
Kolmf cagtily “We know a scuet way down to the 
nver. You’ll be tjuitc sate. We’ve a boat ot our own, 
and We can have fun. We could take our dinner out 
sometimes an<f picnic on a little lslaAd we kwow, 
and bathe theie^ Wouldn’t you like that?” 

“Would I not!” said Kit, and his eyes shone in 
the red light. “I’ll have to think of some way to 
outwit the dragon, though. It woftld have to b<^ 
some day she goes out, I expect, and leaves me safely 
penned up heic 111 the grounds! Yfe’d better wait 
tiU sloe’s settled tlown»hne a-lxt You tan tome in 
to sec me, can’t you? TJicre’s a big attu at the top 
of the house that Mr. Barton has given me to play 
in < We could go then?. I tan lock the door so that 
no one can come in.*” 

“Oooh, yes,” said Robir\, “And we could play all 
soits of games in your grounds, too, because they 
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are so thick and old and overgrown. '“Marvellous 
for Red Indians.” 

“Well, listen — you come along in again to- 
' njorrow,” said Kit. “Aft“r dinner, see? The dragon 
often 'has a nap then, and we could have fine fun 
‘playing about at the bottom of our grounds. Bring 
that dog, too. I like him.” 

“All light,” said Robin. “I say, this is going to be 
fun, isn’t it ? So} t of secret and exciting. I hope that 
wicked uncle of youis doesn’t find out where you 
are. It would be tiicsome if you had to ledve and 
hide somewhere else just as we had got used to you!” 

“We’ll come to-morrow, then,” said Lucy? “And 
weMl bring ‘‘our Red Indian thingjy You can teach 
us that war-dance.” 

“We’d better go now,” said Robin, getting up. 
“See you to-morrow. Come on, gills. We’ll skirt 
round the edge of the lawn before I put on my torch. 
Take hands. Good night, Kif.” 

“Good night, and thanks awfully for coming,” 
said the American’ boy in 'his nice drawly voice. 
“I’ll be light at t]ie very, bottdm of our grounds, 
waiting for you. So long!” 

The three childien went ofit of the little summer- 

4 

house, with Sandy at their heels, his hot breath on 
their baie leg?. It was .exciting finding their way 
by the light of Robin’s little toich to the hole under 
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the fence. /They wriggled through and then made 
their way up to then own house. 

“Good night!” whispered Robin at his bedroom 
door. “Now, not a woid about all this, nund!” 

“Of course not!’ v whi*fi£rcd back Lucy and Hetty. 
They slipped into their bedroom and snuggled iju<* 
bed. 

“It’s going to be exciting!” said Betty.* But she 
( didn’t guess quitu/iou/ exciting everything was going 
to be!” 



CHAPTER STX 


AN EXCITING* CLIMB 

• < 

Next day the children got out their Red' Indian 
things ready to go into the next-door garden and 
play with Kit. 

“ I shall love to learn that nice, yclly dance,” said 
Lucy. “ I say — shan’t we spoil our Red Indian things 
when ,we wriggle down the hole?” 
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“Yes — we .shall,” kaid Robin. “It would be a pity 
to do that. Let’s see — what can we do about it?” 

“ Easy !” said Betty. “ Pftt them in a sack, tie up 
the neck of the sack with a^long bit of string, and 
then drag it through^aftef us!” 

“Clever girl!” said Robin, and Betty.felt pleased. 
3he werft oft to find & sack, and soon came back with 
one from the garden shed 

They ail stuffed *thefr Red Indian things inside it. 
Then, with theii very oldest things on, they set ofif 
down tlx; garden. 

Mummy called after them: “Now don’t do any 
moie of <hat diity digging, please!” 

“ No, we’ve finished that,” called back Robin. , 

“Take some pi unis fiom the Victoiia plum tree to 
eat at .eleven o’clock!”* called Mummy. So the 
children went to the plum tice and stufted their 
pockets full of lipc plums. They tool* enough for 
Kit, too. 

Sandy went with them 's thrilled As usual. He 
kept a sharp lookwut ftjr Tiger, longing to chase 
her, but she was nowhere to be seen. Never nund! 

I 

Perhaps there would be rabbits that morning. 
Sandy hoped for rabbits to chase, no matter whether 
he went walking on ’the hills, down the garden, 
or in the busy streets gf a town! 

They came to the hole. It was still ’there, hidden 
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by branches. “Good!” said Robifi. “Come on. You 
go first, Bets. Then Lucy.” 

Soon the three of them*were standing cautiously 
on the other side of the tunnel, brushing the dirt 
off tljcir clothes, listening for the sound of anyone 
' coming. But, there was no sound to be heard except 
the wind in the trees and a Jellowhanmffer bird 
calling somewhere. 

Robin had pulled the sack oftlofhcs after 'him, and 
it had come sliding along the tunnel, much to 
Sandy’s amazement. He had pranced aftfcr it } trying 
to snap at it. 

“ It’s a good thing Sandy is such a quiet- sort of 
dog,” said .Betty to Lucy. “If he was a barky dog, 
we couldn’t possibly take him wicn us.” 

“ I wonder w hei cabouts Kit is,” said Robin. .“ Well 
find him before we change in to our Red Indian 
things. Oh, blow — I believe it’s going to rain!” 

The children looked up thiough the tiecs in 
dismay. The'aky was over-efouded and looked vciy 
low and black. Big.diops <?f rain fell on their^ up- 
turned faces. It was too bad! 

“Come on down to the bottom of the garden,” 
said Robin at last. “ We’d Better find Kit and see if 
there is anywhere we can shelter till the t rain is 
over.” 

They made their way down {he overgrown garden * 
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to the bottom. Chain-link fencing ran all the way 
round. Kit w^s certainly a prisoner! 

“Hallo!” said a voice from up a tree. Kit seemed 
tb love being up a tree! £Glad you’ve come — I’ve 
been waiting ages for yftu.” 

“Hallo!” said Lucy and the others. £1 say — I hope* 
this rain will soon stop!” 

It wasyiow pquring down and the childVen were 
getting very wet.* They stood under the trees, hoping 
the clouds would blow over. 

“There’s nowhere we can shelter except the 
summer-house, and I daren’t take you there in case 
the dragon comes to find me,” said Kit gloomily. 

“What about'hhat big attic you said you’ve .got 
for a play-room?'’ said Robin. “Could we get there 
without being seen?” 

“Well — there might be a waj%” said Kit, after 
thinking for a minute. “ Are you good’at climbing?” 

“Yes,” said Robin. “Quite good. Lucy’s the only 
one who’s not really used to it.” 

“.I cjn climb a’A right l” said*Lucy indignantly. 

“Well, listen,” said Kjt, his eyes beginning to 
shine. “If we went right round the garden to the 
other side, we could creep almost up to the house 
without being seen,* because the trees are so thick 
there. There’s an onormoj.is ash tree that reaches 
right up to the top. of the house, and its branches 
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touch the walls. We couldn’t cliYnb up the trunk; 
it’s too tall. But we could get on to the flat garage 
roof, then into the tree aiftl up. I believe we could 
easily get in through the^attic window then.” 

*“ Oqoh — let’s try,” saiuBctty. “It sounds find 
«If only nobody secs us! ” 

“There are no windows that "side of the' house 
where the garage is, except for two attic^windows 
at the top,” said Kit, thinking.’ “ft ought lo be {al- 
right. I tell you what I’ll do. I’ll go to the house 
and make sure that no one is about that could see 
you — then when you hear me whistle a tune, you 
climb up on to the garage roof and into the tree.” 

“J’ll try it first,” said Robin. “If don’t want the 
girls to do anything dangerous, y6u know.” 

“Sure!” said Kit. “What about the dog? He can*!; 
climb.” 

They all stood and thought what to do with the 
little fox-terrier. Sandjr looked up at them inquir- 
ingly. He didfi’t want to be left out of anything. 

“Couldn’t you bundle him into the sack of clothes?” 
asked Kit. “ Would he stay there without making a 
noise? I could carry him upstairs with me then, 
hidden in the clothes.” 

“I don’t expect he’d mind a bit,” said Lucy. “He’s 
used to all kinds of queer games. Aren’t you, 
Sandy?” 
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“ Wuff,” answered Sandy politely, his ears 
quivering. 

“ Let’s try him now,” said Robin. So they stuffed ' 
Sandy into the bag of clothes, and then Robin pyt-> 
the sack over his shoulder to carry. Sandy gave a 
muffled yelp and tried to wriggle — l*it when L*ucjf 
patted the satk and said, “It’s all right, Sandy dear, 
it’s all vight!” he settled down and didn’t mind 
at all. 

“ Well, we can take him up to the attic like that,” 
said Kit. “That’s good. Now come on. I’ll take 
you up to the hack of the garage, and show you what 
to do. 1 hen I’ll go in and scout round to make sure 
everything’s affright.” 

Kit took them round the bottom of the grounds. 
The r’ain pouted down* and everyone was very wet 
and uncomfortable. They crept quietly up the other 
side of the big garden and at last, through a thicket 
of trees and bushes, tlyey came to the back of the big 
garage, which was built on to the siefe of the house. 

The*childrcn looked tip at ir;*“How do we get up 
there, to begin with?” asked Robjn. “We can’t fly!” 

“I’ll get a ladder,” sjid Kit. “There’s one in the 
garage.” 

He disappeared, and came out a minute or two 
later carrying a light ladder. He set it against the 
wall of the garage and it just reached the top*. 

B.N.D. 


c 
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“Now, up we go!” he said. He set the sack on the 
ground and let Sandy out for a minute to get some 
air. “We can put him back again when I’m ready 
tp go indoors,” he saidv lie went up the ladder, 
climbed out on to the flat roof and hauled Robin 
*up*too. * 

“ Now, you can easily get into the ash tree branches 
from here,” said Kit, pointing to where anemonnous 
tree spread out strong branches over the garage roof: 
“ Once you arc in the tree you can climb from branch 
to branch till you reach the attic window. It’s that 
one — the one on the left', see? I’ll go indoors now 
and go up to the attic with the sack of clothes and 
Sandy. Walt till you hear me whi/de before you do 
anything.” 

Sandy waf popped into the sack again. He was 
rather astonished, but made no fuss. Kit put him 
over his sho'ulder, winked merrily at the three 
children, and disappeared refund the garage to go 
into the house. 

Before two mimltes had*passe*d they heard* the 
sound of “Yankee Doodle” being whistled loudly 
from above. They looked up and saw Kit at the 
attic window, which he ope'ned widely. He nodded 
and grinned at them. 1 

“Come on,” said Robin in excitement. “I’ll get 
up on to the roof first and give, you girls a hand.” 
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He went up the*ladder and got on to the flat garage 
roof. Lucy qme next, and he pulled her off the top 
rung*of the ladder on to* the roof. Then came Betty. 
•Robin looked at the ash, tree and chose a sturdy 
branch that stuck out bver the roof. “ This .looks a 
nice easy one to climb on,” he said. ,“Lucy, do. yon 
think* you can manage all right? It’s a good way to 
_go up.”, 

“Yes* of course I* can manage!” said Lucy. “I’m 
not such a quick climber as you two, but I’m all 
right, silly!” 

It really wasn’t very difficult to climb up the tree. 
It had good easy branches for climbing. The three 
children soon Reached one that was l*vcl with the 
attic window anil slid along it to the sill. 

But how were they to get on to the sill? The 
branch dipped with their weight when they went 
towards the end of it. Kit watched, his eyes 
wrinkling up as he wondered how to help. 

“Wait a minute!” he said. He disappeared and 
cape .back with a broad plank he had taken from the 
box-room. He pushed jt out of the window and 
Robin caught the end when it came to him. “Tie it 
firmly to the branch with this rope, then it won’t 
slip,”.said Kit, and’hc threw a coil of strong rope 
to Robin. The boy. bound the plank tightly to the 
tree. One end rented firmly on a broad branch, the 
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other on the sill of the attic wifidow. Now they 
could slide carefully along the plank from the tree 
.to the window. 

< “Jolly good!” said Kit, as one by one the three 
came in at the window. “'We can always come in 
this. way withput being seen if we want to. We’ll 
leave the plank tied there. No one is likely to sde it !” 

They stood in the big attic and looked round. It 
had slanting ceilings, and a skylight set jus\. about 
the middle. Boxes and trunks were piled in one 
corner. Here and there were toys and games be- 
longing to Kit — a set of electric railways, a fretwork 
set, a big bow and arrows, and several other things. 

“Now let’s dress up in our thing/ and you shall 
teach us that war-dance,” said Robih. “Come on! I 
say — is that ^dragon-woman* anywhere about — of 
your tutor?” 

, “No — they’re both out! Isn’t it lucky?” said Kit. 
“The cook is in the kitchen, and the chauffeur, 
George, is out <vi th my tutor. So we can make what 
noise we like! Hurry up and,we’ll*get going.” 

They all changed into their Red Indian things. 
“We’d better lock the door, hadn’t we?” said Robin, 
feeling that he really didn’t ’.want anyone to burst 
suddenly in on them. 

“Right,” said Kit, and ge locked it. Then he began 
to teach* them the dance. How tjiey yelled, how they 
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whooped, how thby stamped round in a circle, all 
dressed up in their Red Indian costumes and feathers! 
They enjoyed themselves* thoroughly. 

•And then they got a, dreadful shock! Therg, 
suddenly came a bangirfg at the door, and the noise 
of someone trying to turn the haijdle. . A voice* 
called "out sternly: “Kit, what are you doing? 
What’s all this noise? Unlock the door at ’once!” 
.—“It’s tny tutor bickJ” said Kit. “Golly, what 
are we going to do?” 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

MR. BARTON IS. ANGRY 

The ioijr children and Sandy startd at one another 
in dismay. Sandy gave a little growl, but Lucy 
slopped him at once. 

“You mustn’t be discovered here,” said Kit in a 
whisper. “Where can I hide you?” 

“Open the door, Kit, open ifr at once!” cried the 
voice of Kit’s stern tutor. The. children knew there 
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was no time to escape out of the window. They 
looked round in despgjr. Robin caught sight of 
two or three big trunks and ran to them, beckon- 
ing to Hetty and Lucy,. Maybe they could get into 
them! 

“ tight, Mr. Barton, I’ll opcn*the door, said 
Kit. “I was only practising my Indian wpr-dantc.” 
^ He M^iispered^ntp Robin’s car. “You try and get 
into the trunks whilst I -pretend to fumble with 
the key in the door. That will give you a little 
time!” 

Robin nodded -and opened thclid of a big old trunk. 
He pushed Bett^ inside and shut down the lid. Then 
he put Lucy imp another, and last of all opened an 
enormous box and crouched down in it himself. He 
pulled the lid over him. 

Meanwhile Kit had gone to the, door and was 
rattling the handle and jiggling the key as if he wiS 
trying his hardest to open the door, ^hen he saw the 
children were safely hidden, he thought it would be 
all* right to open the'door. His tutor was calling 
out impatiently all the time. 

“.Kit! What arc yoij doing? Can’t you open this 
door?” 

“I’d! trying my hardest!” panted Kit. “Just be 
patient, Mr. Barton. I think the hey is tyrning.” 

lie turned it— an'd the door opened. His tutor 
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came in, looking stern and vexed. He gazed round 
the room as if he expected tp find it full of children. 
But there was no one there except Kit, who looked 
Tttnarkably innocent. 

“Do 'you mean to tell me that it was only you 
making all that awful noise?'* cried his jtutor, 
disbelicvijigly. “I know that you can often make a 
noise that sounds like a whole .menagerie ^joing gj- 
once — but it’s impossible to believe that all those 
yells and shoutings and stampings were made by 
one small boy!” 

Then an awful thing happened-! "Everyone had 
forgotten about Sandy! The little ^ fox-terrier had 
run into a corner in fright when the banging at the 
door had become extra loud,, but now he came our 
to sec what the matter was, and stood by Kit, wag- 
ging his tail a, little. Kit was afraid he might go and 
sniff at one of the trunks in which the others had 
hidden, and h? picked him up at once. His tutor 
stared at the dog in the greatest amazement. 

“That dog again!” he saiif. “How did he get* up 
here? Did you bring him?' And where in the world 
did he come from? There is fenring all round* the 
garden!” 

“I brought him up here,” said Kit truthfully. 
“ I found him in the garden. I’m so lonely, you sec, 
and I do like him.” 
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•• He must belong to the people next door,” said Mr. 
Barton. “But* I wish I knew how he gets into the 
garden.” 

“Through a rabbit-ljole,” suggested Kit. “He*? 
quite a little dog — not much more than a puppy. 

“Wyff!” said Sandy, hearing the word* “ r alibi t” 
with great pleasure. 

„ “ He iywst go bjck„” said Kit’s tutor firmly. “ Well, 
w’ell— to think you and a small dog could make siu It 
a fearful noise together. Kindly do not lock the 
door again, Kit.” 

“Shall 1 take*the dog back?” said Kit. 

“01 course n^t,” said his tutor. “You know we 
don’t want you to be seen at all. Ancf especially I 
don’t want those children next door to know you 
are here. You know what children are — they’ll tell 
everyone wc have a boy here, and tjien the secret 
will be out!” 

lie picked up Sandy find went out of the door. 

“I’m going to take this dog back now,” he said. 
“I tault to give you some lessons when I come back, 
so get your books and take them down to my study. 
Be ready for me.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Kat* dolefully. As soon as his tutor 
was out of the room he flew to the big box in which 
, Robin was hidden. You must come out at, once!” 
he hissed. 
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Robin was just about to push up the lid when to 
Kit’s horror his tutor canje back again to tell him 
something he had forgotten. The boy sat down at 
fence on the lid of the box^to prevent Robin from 
opening it and popping his head up! 

Robin ‘did hot know that Mr. Barton wa$ back, 
and he couldn’t think why the box lid wouldn’t 
open. He pushed hard at it and fcegan to^speak to 
Kit. 

Kit sat hard on the box, drumming his heels 
against it and whistling to hide the sound of Robin’s 
voice. 

His tutor was vexed with him. “Kit I Don’t 
drum your* heels like that and whistle whilst I am 
talking to you! Get up at once!” 

Kit had to*gct up — but luckily by that time Robin 
had guessed something was up, and sat quietly inside 
ihe box. The three children were all trembling with • 
excitement. 

“I came back to tell you to get out the big world 
globe,” said Kit’s tutor. “ Yo*u know where it*is. 'Put 
it in thfe study ready for uu. And don?t be long, Kit, 
because I shall be back in a, minute. Take off your 
Red Indian things.” 

He disappeared again and Kit waited until' he had 
heard him going down the stairs. Then he quickly 
shut and locked the attic door and ran to the trunks. 
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lie pulled out Betty and Lucy, and Robin jumped out 
of his box, top. 

“That was a narrow e’scape!” said Robin. “We’d 
■better go at once. Come on, girls — along the plaijjs, 
and down the tree wc'go! When shall we see you 
again, Kit?” 

“Dftn’t know,” said Kit dismally. “It’s still 
pouring with rain. No good doing any filing out 
'tif door? to-day, *and I daren’t risk you coming back 
to the attic. What about to-morrow?” 

“We planned to go down the river,” said Robin 
eagerly. “There’s a big* bend of it we haven’t 
property explored — the bit that’s just beyond the 
tiny island we 'know. Like to come with us? *Can 
you escape for a /ew hours, do you think? You could 
Ceriggle through our hole.” 

“I’ll come somehow!” promised Kit. “I’ll get the 
Dragon to let me have a picnic lunch by myself at tljfe 
bottom of the grounds — but I’ll bring my lunch 
through the hole and join you. What time? Twelve 

o’clock?” 

• • 

“ Yes, that would be fine,” said Robin, going to the 
window. *‘Come on, girls. Kit’s tutor will be back 
if we don’t hurry V’ 

Tliey got on to the plank one by one and slid along 
it cautiously to the tree. Then down they went and 
jumped on to the flq,t roof of the garage. D6wn the 
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ladder and on to the ground — then right round the 
grounds and through the hole. The i;ain had made 
•it muddy, and their lovely Red Indian suits' were 
i^a fine mess by the time they had reached the otheY 
side. 

« “Nevermind — we’ll wait till they’re dry and then 
brush them well,” said Robin. “I wonder where 
Sandy is?’’ 

They soon knew, for he came rushing \o meet • 
them when they went back to the house. Mummy 
had been surprised when Mr. Barton had brought 
him back. She had felt sui»e hewas with the children. 

“Mummy, can we go for a picnic down to 
the river to-morrow?” asked Robin. * We want to go 
to that tiny island we found last year, and then 
explore the bejid in the river beyond. We don’t know 
that very well. It would be fun. If it’s fine we might 
Hthe, too.” 

“Yes, you can go,” sa'id Mummv. “I’ll put up a 
nice lunch for ‘you.” 

So the next day the three ehildrtn and Sandy .set 
off down the garden to seq, if Kit would be able to 
keep his word and come with them. It was not quite 
twelve o’clock. The sun shone down warmly out 
of a blue sky. The rain had all gone and it was a 
blazing August t day. 

They Waited for Kit. Twelve o’clock came, but no 
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Kit. The childreh waited a little longer. Sandy 
suddenly ran down the hole and disappeared. He did 
not come back when Luty whistled to him, which 
was very naughty. 

“ Smelt a rabbit, I suppose,” said Lucy, in disgust*. 
“Well, I only hope Kit’s tutor doesn’t catch hiitf, 
again. ** 

“It’s a quarter-past twelve,” said Robin, looking at 
his wat*h. “ We’ll just wait for Sandy to come 
back then we’d better not wait for Kit any more. 
It’s a pity. He would have enjoyed a picnic on the 
river.” 

“Herd’s Sandy 1” said Lucy, after about five 
minutes had go»ie by. “Naughty dog I # Where Ijave 
you been?” 

•“Lqok, Lucy, he’s got something tied to his 
collar!” said Betty suddenly. “It’s a note, or some- 
thing.” 

“So it is!” said Lucy, and'she undid the screwed 
up note. She unfolded*it and read it out loud. 

“Can you possjbly wait for me? Mn Barton 
has made me do extra work 'as I asked for the 
afternoon off foi* a pjcnic in the grounds. I shall 
be* free at half-past twelve and can come then, 
with my food.- Dg wait!” 
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“Good old Sandy!” said Robin/ patting the dog. 
“You didn’t go after rabbits then! You went and 
found Kit and he managed <0 give you a message for 
us! Well, girls, we’ll wait, won’t we? It’s only about 
five minutes from half-past <?«velvc, anyway.” 

Sq they, waited patiently, and just after the half- 
hour they heard a loud whistling. “Kit!” said 
Robin, artd he stood up to show the boy the hole. 

Kit wriggled through it on his tumAiy, and 
grinned as he stood up in the children’s garden. “A 
jolly good way in and out, if a trifle dirty,” he said. 
“Thanks for waiting. M* Barton said I could have 
the afternoon off if I did extra lessons this morning. 
I hope nobody goes hunting for me# this afternoon! 
Come on. Which way is it? Goll'y, I feel just like 
an escaped prisoner. I am going to enjoy myself!'’ 

Kit was a wonderful companion. He made such 
£,lot of jokes, and was so merry and full of laughter 
that the other three werfc delighted to have him with 
them. They let themselves out of the gate at the 
bottom of their garden and ,wcnt» across the Helds, 
carrying their bags of food on. their backs, slung 
by straps. 

“We’ve got a little boat of'/)ur,pwn on the river,” 
said Robin. “We thought we’d take it out tp-day, 
and row to the little islan,d we know, have our lunch 
there and then do a bit of exploring beyond.” 
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“You never lenow when I might want a good 
hiding-placej” said Kit with a laugh. “We could 
pretfcnd that we’re looking for one — one whetfe 
nobody would find me e\en if they hunted for 
weeks!” 

“O-o-oh, yes, that would be fun l’* said Betty. "I 
do think you’re an exciting person, Kit! Look — 
thcie’s our boa,t! Come on, let’s huiry and push her 
off. rfn longing to be on the river!” 

They got into the boat — and oft they went. Robin 
rowed and they all sang as they went. What fun 
they were irojng to have? 




cji after £igiit 

TIIE HOUsL-BOAT ON THE RIVER 

“You’ll like our tiny island,” said Betty. “You 
haven’t seen it either, Lucy. One ytfar a swan nested 
there. And there are herps of kingfishers, too. 
There’s a little sandy beach where we tan bathe 
and lie in the sun afterwards!:” _ 

“Good,” said Kit. “It sounds fine to me! Let 
me take the oars now, Robin.” 

Kit rowed very strongly and 'the little boat shot 

80 
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along quickly over the blue river. After a while they 
came to a bend and then the river widened out a 
good bit. Tucked away in the bend was a tiny 
fsland. 

“That’s our island!” said Robin. “It’s nothing 
but a mound on which grows a little wood, a Jew* 
blackberry bushes and grass. But it’s fun. There’s no 
rabbits though, Sandy!” 

“ Wutf!” said Sandy dolefully. He was sitting at 
the prow of the boat, watching tHe water as if he 
meant to jump into it at any moment. Lucy had her 
hand on his collar in case he really did! 

The children ran the boat on to the little sandy 
beach. They ju taped out and hauled the boat up a 
little way. Then^they went over the tiny island. It 
was so small that it took only about four minutes 
to walk all the’ way round it! 

“It’s grand,” said Kit. “I wish it was mine. No\y^ 
what about lunch— or shall 'we bathe first?” 

“Let’s bathe,” said Robin. “I’m hotting hot!” 

Sp tjiey stripped offi their shorts and jerseys and 
went into the water:. They all had swim-suits under- 
neath, ready for bathing. Kit was a marvellous 
swimmer. Once he disappeared under the water 
for such a long fime that the others were quite 
frightened — but* he popped up almost half-way 
across the river! 
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It was very hot in the sun. The four children and 
Sandy lay on the little sun-baked bea,ch of the island 
and let themselves dry. *Thcir swim-suits felt dry 
almost at once. Then they had their lunch. 

They were terribly hungVy. Kit had not got such 
a nice lunch as the others, so they shared with him. 
Sandy had some biscuits and one potted meat 
sandwich which Lucy spared for him out of her 
share. After lunch they felt lazy and sleepj^. 

“But don’t let’s go to sleep!” said Kit, sitting up. 
“I haven’t come out to sleep! I want to explore. 
I don’t know what youe countryside is really like, 
you know. It’s quite different from America. 
Let’s take the boat and go and explore the bit you 
said you didn’t know. Round that bend where the 
water is so blue and where those cute little birds 
are swimming, bobbing their heads like clock- 
-work!” 

“Moor-hens!” said kobin with a laugh. “Come 
on then. IntoVhe boat we get!” 

They all got into the boat and Sandy took his place 
at the prow. The boys topk an oar each and rowed 
off. It was lovely on the river that afternoon. A 
cool breeze blew every noW- anti again. The water 
6plashed against the boat and made a lovely gurgling 
noise. The children were very -happy. 

They rowed round the big bend of the river. The' 
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banks were thickly lined with trees and the water 
was very decp. t 

“ It’s lovely here,” said Lucy, lying back and letting . 
One hand drag in the water as they went along. “I 
could go on like this for miles.” 

“I dare say you could!” said Robiij, if somebody* 
else rtfws you! I don’t see why you girls can’t take 
a turn, do you, Kit?” 

So th<? girls wfcrc *made to take their turn at the 
oars, and the boys lazed as they went along past the 
thickly-wooded banks. 

“ Look! Thercjs a house beyond there!” said Robin 
suddenly. “See how the lawn slopes down to the 
river. That’s tf?e first house we’ve seen since wc,left 
homel” 

•“And look — what’s that over by the bank there?” 
said Betty. 

They all looked. They saw a house-boat there, 
badly in need of a coat of paint. It was very old and 
had been left to rot to pieces. It had once been a 
good one, and had had plenty of brass rails and white 
paint. But now it \yas a sorry sight. Plainly, no one 
had used it for ages. 

“What’s that yc\u s*»y — a house-boat?” said Kit. 
“I’ve jjever seen one before. What’s it for?” 

“Well — it’s just vfhat its name says,” said Robin. 

• “ A boat that is used as a house by its owners. They 
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live there — cook their meals, sleep there in bunks. A 
house-boat is fun. But this one hasn’t been lived 
,in for years, I should think. It’s almost falling to 
pieces.” 

“I’d like to see what it’s Ukc inside,” said Betty. 
JThey all thought the same. They sat in the boat and 
stared at it. 

Sandy .gave a little “wuff.” Perhaps rabbits 
lived there? 

“Do you think it would matter if we pulled up 
alongside and had a look at it?” said Lucy. 

“Well — I don’t know,” said Robin t “Perhaps it 
belongs to the people who live at that big house 
beyond. Whgt about going and asking permission? 
I’m sure they wouldn’t mind.” 

“All tight,” said Betty. “You go, Robin, and take 
Kit.” 

“ No, thanks,” said Kit at once. “ I’m not appearing 
in public just now!” 

“Oh, I forgot I” said Betty. '“Well, you go alone, 
Robin.” 

They rowed to the bank, near t.he big house-boat. 
Robin jumped out and walked up the green lawn 
that led to the big house. Iti.was 4 shuttered, and he 
wondered if there were anyone there. He came to a 
door and knocked loudly on it. * 

An old woman opened it, looking most surprised. 
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Robin felt sure she didn’t have many visitors in that 
lonely spot! 

“Excuse me,” he said politely. “I just wondered 
ff you knew about that house-boat down there? Do 
you think I and my friends could have a look at 
it?” 

“I don’t know anything about it,” said the old 
woman, peering at Robin. “ I’m caretaker here till 
the hou:>fe is let. *Ncf one ever said anything to me 
about a house-boat. But don’t you do any mischief 
now.” 

“Oh no, I won’t,” said, Robin, and scuttled off 
down the lawn. He hadn’t been forbidden to look 
over the boat, a\id that was all he cared about!. He 
told the others and they looked thrilled. 

•“We’ll explore it straight away,” said Kit, and 
they rowed right up to the big house-boat. They 
tied their boat to a rail and then climbed up to the 
deck. 

There were windows and doors leading right into 
the^boat, but they wer£ all shut and locked. Betty 
peered into a window and exclaimed at vyhat she 
saw. 

“ft’s a little bedroortf, with bunk-beds at the side 
and a dear little wasH-basin and a hanging wardrobe 
and chest. Do lobk!. It must be so exciting to live in 
*a house-boat!” 
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“I’ve found a door whose lock has rotted!'* called 
Kit. “We can get right inside now!? 

They all trooped along the wide deck to Kit. He 
swung open a door and Sandy trotted inside at once, 
his tail straight up. Any rabbits here? it seemed 
to say. 

The children went in. Everything was dirty,’ damp 
and spoilt, but to the four boys and girls it was all 
lovely. How they would love to* live heA! What, 
fun to wake up in the morning and hear the water 
go splash-plash, gurgle-gurgle, against' the sides 
of the boat. What fun to get water from the river 
to fill their wash-basins! IIow lovely to cook- a meal 
on the little stove in the kitchen avid eat it in the 
open air on the deck! And how gbrgeous to watch 
the night stealing over the water, and then to go to 
bed on a house-boat that rocked slightly every time 

the river swelled a little! 

« 

“It looks as if the o^ner has forgotten all about 
this boat,” said Betty. “ I wish it was ours.” 

“ Let’s make it ours,” said I,ucy suddenly. 

“ Wha,t do you mean?” asked Robin in surprise. 

“Well — why shouldn’t we come here* and clean 
it up and wash the dcckss and polish the brass 
and pretend it’s our very own boat?” said, Lucy. 
“I’m sure the owner wouldn’t mind, because we 
should only be making the boat more valuable, not ' 
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spoiling it. We could have meals here. We could 
even sleep here one night, if your mother would 
say * yes ’ ! ” 

The children stared at Lucy, thinking it was a 
.perfectly grand idea! a house-boat of their own! It 
would be marvellous. 

“ Let’s,” said Kit at last. “ There’s nobody to stop 
us except the old t caretaker Robin saw, and she didn’t 
even seem to know there was a boat here! It can’t 
be seen fjrom the house, anyway. Let’s come to- 
morrow and clean it up. And I say — wouldn’t if 
make a fine Vding-placc* for me if ever I needed 
one? bio one would ever dream of looking for me 
here!” , 

“That’s true,” said Robin. “I don’t think you 
will heed a hiding-place, Kit, because kidnapping 
and things don’t happen here as they do in America 
— but if you did, this is th<^ Very Place!” 

“ We’ll bring cleaning things to-morrow and have 
a good time,” said Lucy. “This is going to be fun. 
If only we could’ sleep here at night. How I’d love 
to wake up in the merning and hear the water 
gurgling and feel* the boat rocking whilst I lay in 
my. bunk.” 

The* children thoroughly explored the house-boat. 
There were two bfcdroonls, very small, with two 
bunks apiece. There was a tiny kitchen, hardly big 
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enough to hold the stove and a dresser! There was a 
small room that could be used as a sitting-room in 
bad weather. 

The decks were big and wide, and had clearly been 
used for eating and sitting, for there were little 
'tables and rotted deck-chairs piled under a kjnd of 
porch at the back end of the boat. 

“ Oh, I say ! It’s half-past four !” s^id Kit ir^ dismay. 
“ I must get back or I shall get into a dreadful row. 
I bet the whole household is looking for rpe all over 
* the grounds by now !” 

“Come on, then,” said Robin, scrambling back 
into the boat. “It won’t take us lor^j to get back if 
we Both takd an oar. Off we go! pi, Sandy, you’re 
left behind. Jump, silly dog, jump!” 

Sandy took«a leap from the house-boat into the 
little boat and landed on Lucy’s lap. The boat soon 
li/t widening ripples behind it as the boys rowed 
strongly away. 

Kit wriggled through the hole under the fencing 
when they got back. They tould hear the strong 
voice of the Dragon calling for him in angry 
tones. 

“Kit! Kit! Where are you?. ’It’s tea-time. Are 
you asleep? Come at once!” 

Kit wmked at the othfers and! then gave a yell. 
“Hi! I’m coming! Just a minute!” 
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He sped up the garden, and the others went into 
their own hous’e. “ To-morrow 1” said Lucy to Betty, 
Rubbing her hands. “I am looking forward to 
making that boat our own I” 




CHAPTER NINE 

TOE •“ BLACK SWAN” IS CLEANED UP 

T-he children talkcd r a good deal about the old 
house-boat they had discovered. They were all 
longing to go back and clean it up. “We didn’t 
decide with Kit what timf he could get free to- 
morrow,” said Robin. “How silly of us! But we 
were in such a hurry to get hi'm back in time for 
his tea.” 

“Let’s go to-monow morning,”, said Lucy. “It’s 
Saturday, isn’t it? Perhaps Kid could get the morn- 
ing off. Let’s ask him. Robfti, you climb the tree 

go 
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and see if Kit is anywhere about. If he is we’ll throw 
a ball over with a message inside.” 

Robtn climbed the tree. Kit was on the lawn next 
floor with a book. The Dragon was nearby, reading, 
too. Robin slithered down and told the others. He 
wrote a short note, stuffed it into an* old split ball, 
and sent it over into the garden next door. In a few 
minutes the ball came back with an anSwcr! It 
•really w*as a very good way indeed of sending 
messages. 

Robin read out the note from Kit. “I’m free on* 
Saturdays, hurrah! I’ll go off into the garden 
directly after breakfast, and hope no one will miss 
me till lunch-tirhc. I’ll be in your gardwn as near as 
I can to nine o’clock. ” 

*“Wc’ll pack up cleaning things now, shall we?” 
said Lucy, who liked to get everything ready well 
beforehand. “ What’s the time? Half-f>ast five. Wjjl 
the shops be shut? Cquld we go and buy what we 
want? I’ve got some money.” 

“We, can get Phe things from Mummy,” said 
Betty. 

“ No, we Can’t, silly,” said Robin. “ This is a secret, 
remember. You can’t^’expect Mummy or anyone 
else to. hand out soap and cloths and polish and 
dusters without kncpving what they are fori Don’t 
*be stupid.” 
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“I didn’t think of that,” said Betty. “Well — it 
will be much more fun to buy them, anyway. I’ve 
got some money in my money-box, too, Robin. 
Let’s see if the shops are still open. We can get out 
bikes and ride down to the tillage.” 

The village,, was a good way away — about three 
miles. The children’s house and Kit’s wcre*lonely 
places, far from anywhere — but the children had 
bicycles, and didn’t mind cycling ddwn to the village, 
whenever they wanted anything. They got them out 
now and were soon cycling quickly along the little 
narrow lanes. The village stores was still open, so 
they were able to get exactly whqt they wanted. 
They had already made out a list. 

“One bar of soap,” said Betty. ^Two large floor- 
cloths. Two smaller cloths. ‘One tin of Vim. .Thrfce 
dusters. That’s all.” 

^They stuffed everything into their bicycle baskets 
and cycled back home,' all longing to put the soap 
and cloths to good use. They would make that old 
boat really beautiful! 

“I wi§h we could paint her nice and white, too,” 
said Robin. “I know where th^re is a* big tin of 
white paint and some brushes ” 

“Ooohl Why couldn’t we take those too, .then?''’ 
said Betty eagerly. “ Then you two boys could paint 
the boat whilst Lucy and I did the cleaning.” 
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“ Well — we might take them,” said Robin, seeing 
in his mind’s eyp a beautiful, spick and span house- 
boat, painted a dazzling white, rocking gently on 
tBe blue river. So as soon as they got back home 
they went to look for she paint. They found it, 
and two big brushes, with some turpentine to clejui 
the brushes if they wanted to. 

“Quite a lot of things to carry!” said Lucy as she 
looked at 'the collection of things laid ready. “Is 
there anything else?” 

“ We’ll take some chocolate and some plums and a 
few biscuits,” s.%id Robin. “Jf we start at nine and 
don’t get back fill one, we shall want something 
to eat.” 

So four bars of cnocolatc, a packet of biscuits and 
a dozen or so ripe plums were put ready, too. Every- 
thing went into satchels, to be slung across the 
children’s shoulders. 

They went to bed that night'full of excitement. It 
was lovely to have a secret. It was fan to have a 
friend like Kit. It was gyrgeous to think of that old 
house-boat waiting for them on the river! , 

Just before nine y’clock the next day the three 
children and Sandy wer^ waiting outside the tunnel, 
oxT their side of the garden. This time Kit was 
punctual. He arriVedJust exactly at the hour, and 
scrambled through tqe tunnel at once. Sandy ran 
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half-way down it to greet him, and licked him 
rapturously on the nose. t 

“Stop it!” said Kit, trying to turn his head away 
from the wet tongue, as he wriggled through the 
hole. “Lucy, call your dog off. He’s awfully licky 
this morning, and he’s been eating kippers or 
something.” 

Everyone laughed. Soon Kit was standing beside 
them, his eyes taking in their big, bulging satchels. 
“You seem to be taking a whole lot of things!” he 
said. “ Here, let me carry yours, Betty, and I’ll carry 
Lucy’s for her on the way back.” 

“ We’ve got some white paint tcypaint up the old 
boat and make her nice,” said Robin proudly. “ Don’t 
you think that will be fun to do, Kit?” 

“ Rather!” ' said Kit. “Fill a marvel at paintihg! 
Slip-slap, spatter-dash, my word,' we’ll slap the 
,naint on thdt old boat in a trice! Come on. Let’s 
rim to your boat. I can’t gq slowly this morning.” 

They all r&n across the fields to the river. They 
untied their boat and got in, thankfully putting 
down Jtheir loads. The bpys took the oars. Off they 
went in the sunshine and did n^t stop rowing until 
they reached the old houseboat. 

“There she is,” said Robin as they saw her, Half 
hidden by drooping willows^ “1 say — did anyone 
nntirf* her name? T 
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“There it is,” said Kit as they drew near. “The 
Black Swan. That’s a nice name, except that she must 
once have been a very white boat! Tie our boat up, 
Robin. Then up we go on deck!” 

The children took a looft at the house in the dis- 

tartce. A spife of smoke came from one chimney, 

but otherwise it looked as deserted as it had done 
« 

the day before. 

“I don’t think anyone is likely to disturb us,” said 
Robin, climbing up on the deck. “Giye me your 
hand, Bets. Hea\e ho — there you are! Come on, 
Lucy. Shove her up, KiV.” 

All four stood on the dirty decks rff the Black Swan. 
They hardly knew whei e to begjin their cleaning. 

“We’ll do the outside before we start on the 
inside,” said Lucy at last. “Can you boys Mgin to 
paint her white? You could do the house part first — 
*11 round the window^ and wooden walls. Then you 
could do the doors.” 

“We’ll wasli the decks,” said Betty, and got out 
the soap, and a cloth. “ OhJ dear— they really want 
scrubbing. We didn’t think of a scrubbing-brush — 
or a pail either for the water.”* 

“There’s probably both brtisif and pail somewhere 
in the tiny kitchen,” said Lucy, qnd the tifto girls 
went to see. There was 'a pail there, and two scrub- 
bing-brushes, a big one and a* small one. The girls 
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were very pleased. They dipped the pail in the river 
and filled it with water. , Then they set to work to 
scrub the dirty decks. 

It was fun. The decks came beautifully clean, 
though they were hard* to su ub. When the water 
was dirty the girls emptied it into the river und drew 
up some fresh water. It was even easier than turning 
on a tap! 

Meanwhile the two boys were splashing about 
with the white paint. Kit was right — he really did 
know how to set about it, and he showed Robin how* 
to lay the white paint on euenly. The piece they had 
done looked ve^y fine. 

The girls cleaned the windows and then tried to 
polish the brass rib Is round the deck, but these were 
really* t off tarnished. By this time it was eleven 
o’clock and the children were tired and hungry. 

“Let’s sit down and have biscuits and chocolate.” 
said Robin. So down tjicy sat on the clean deck, and 
began to munch happily. 

“The walls yod ha\«e done do look nice,” said 
Betty to the boys. “ And f he decks look better now 
theyjrc clcah, <lon’t\they? Lucy and I had better go 
and clean up a bit ia$i«16 the boat cabins after we’ve 
' Sad a rest. Everything’s in a mess there. We’ll bring 
out some of the cushions and things to air. They 
‘smell damp.” 

B.N.D. 


D 
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The children really worked very hard indeed at 
cleaning and tidying the Qld house-boat. Lucy and 
Betty carried out piles of cushions, beddidg and 
pillows into the hot sun to air. They opened all the 
doors and windows of the ‘boat and let the breeze 
blow inside to take the musty dampness away. By 
the time that h^lf-past twelve came and they had 
to go, the boat really did begin to lqok very different. 

“Good-bye, Black SwanV' said Betty as they rowed* 
away. “We’ll come again soon — to-morrow, per- 
haps. We’ve left all our cleaning things inside you, 
and we can soon smarten you up.” 

They were all a little late for #unch, but that 
couldn’t vefy well be helped, because they hadn’t 
really left themselves time enough to get back. 
They knew Mummy wouldn’t mind a gveart deal 
if they were a little late, but it was different for Kit. 
It mustn’t be* found out that he escaped from his 
garden! If his secret was discovered, the tunnel 
would be fille‘d in, and he would never be able to 
play with Robin and the others jfgain. 

“So long!” said the boy, disappearing into the 
tunnel. “See you to-morrow!” I 




CHAPTER TEN* 

lucy’s birthday cak£ and a surprise 

Kit could not go witfythe children when they next 
went to visit their house-boat. Mr. Barton, his 
tutor, was keepir^j rather a strict eye on him, 
because Miss Taylor, jhe Dragon, had complained 
That he hid himself in the garden and didn’t come 
when he was calletj. Actually, of course, Kit had 
been out on the riyer, and hadn’t heard ‘anyone 

99 



100 


THE BOY NEXT ( D 0 0 R 

calling him at all I But he couldn’t very well explain 
that. 

• Robin, Betty and Lucy went on with the cleaning 
and painting of the old house-boat. Before another' 
week had gone by it looked really lovely. It was 

* dazzling .white, and the brass had actually begun 
to shine a little! The windows were bright, the 
little stoVe shon^, all the crockery was washed, and 
the chairs and couch well pummdlled to lid them 
of dust. 

“We ought to give a party!” said Lucy, looking at 
the house-boat proudly., “We could, get out those 
little red tables and chairs from the l^ack of the boat 
and* use those. They are all clean because we’ve 
scrubbed them.” 

“A party ! r Who for?” asked Robin. There’s 
nobody to give a party to, silly.” 

We could ’give one for ourselves,” said Lucy. 
“It’s my birthday next week f I don’t see why we 
couldn’t have' my birthday here, cake and all! It 
would be marvellous!” 

« 

“It mould be rather a, good idea," said Robin. 
“Let’s ask Mummy if we can tyke our -tea out on 
your birthday. We can ask t Ki/ to the party, any- 
way.” 

So when Lucy’s birthday qime, four children 
and a dog went to the cleane/l-up house-boat and* 



climbed on to its spotless decks. Robin had the 
birthday cake in a tin. “It’s got eleven candles in 
the tin* too,” he said. “They are loose, so we can 
Stick them on the cake when we’re ready. There are 
chocolate biscuits, too*., and three different kinds 
of sandwiches.” 

Kit had managed to get the afternoon off by a bit 
of luck. Both his tutor and Miss r /aylor had gone 
.out. The took was supposed to give him his tea, but 
Kit had told her he was not hungry and wouldn’t 
want any. He had simply wriggled through the 
hole and joine^ the others,, who were impatiently 
waiting.for hii.\. Sandy gave a welcoming yelp. 

When they go. to the house-boat the children #ct 
out the gay tables *and chairs. They put the food on 
them an<3*.fetclied cups, saucers and plates from the 
tiny kitchen. They were gay cups, red and blue and 
yellow. 

Lucy had a look at the little stove. What a pity 
they couldn’t make some tea! 

“Not that we really, want tea to drink,” she 
thought, “because we’ve got lemonade. It .would 
be fun to boil a kettle on the stove. One day we’ll 
bring some water with, us and make tea or cocoa.” 
"“■The others called her. “ Lucy, what are you doing? 
Do^come on. We ’wajit to begin.” 

* Lucy took out some pioreplates and set thembn the. 



gay tables. Then the children sat down and had their 
party. Sandy was given a chair to sit o,n, too, because 
he really behaved very well indeed at table. He ate 
his food off the plate and drank water out of his cup' 
— rather noisily, it is true, but still, as Lucy pointed 
out,, he had ta drink with his tongue, and that was 
not very easy. 

The birthday clke had been taken out of its tin and 
set on a big plate in the middle of ofte of the'tables. It 
looked fine. Mummy had set eleven pink and white 
-roses round it, to hold the eleven candles. Robin 
carefully put them into tfie rose-holders. 

“There!” he said, “that looks lovq&y! When shall 
weight the. candles, Lucy?” 

“Now,” said Lucy. “They won’t show much in 
the open air, but we simply '■must light ti*°m.” 

But unfortunately nobody had any matches, so the 
candles couldn’t be lighted. It was a great pity. “I 
do hate to cut the cake 'without lighting the candles 
first,” said Lucy dolefully. “I’ll see if there are any 
matches in the little kitchen,” She disappeared into 
the kitchen and rummaged about. She came out in 
delight. “I’ve got a box,” she said. “They were in 
that tiny cupboard by the -larder. You light the 
candles, Robin, please.” 

But alasl the matches <were sp damp and old that 
they wouldn’t strike. It really was most disappoint- 
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ing. The children sat at the gay little tables, striking 
matches that ‘wouldn’t flight, getting quite cross 
about It. Sandy watched everything with the greatest 
interest. He couldn’t think why the children didn’t 
stop fussing about candles and cut the cake. He knew 
of old that dogs at birthday parties* usually got a 
share of the cake! 

“Well — we must cut the cake without the candles 
lighted, that’s all,” 'said I^obin at^last. “Now re- 
member everyone — you must wish when you eat 
your first bit of cake. Birthday-cake wishes ar£ 
magic, and always come t.me!” 

“Wo6f!” saii Sandy, pleased. He knew what he 
was going to wish! He’d wish fof rabbits* to 
chase! 

Then suddenly Sandy sat up straight - on his chair 
and growled. The children looked at him in aston- 
ishment. 

“Sandy, what are you growling for?” asked Lucy. 

“Are ypu cross because you haven’t got a bit of 
my. cake yet? You are an impatient little dog!” 

Sandy growled again, and the children saw that 
all tfie hairs on the* back of his neck were rising up. 
They did that when Sandy was angry. But what 
could hie be angry about? 

<5andy was staring throvfgh the drooping willow 
trees on the bank that hid the house-boat. Was 
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gay tables. Then the children sat down and had their 
party. Sandy was given a chair to sit o,n, too, because 
he really behaved very well indeed at table. He ate 
his food off the plate and drank water out of his cup' 
— rather noisily, it is true, but still, as Lucy pointed 
■ out*, he had ta drink with his tongue, and that was 
not a cry easy. 

1 he birthday cLke had been taken out of its tin and 
set on a big plate in the middle o l ofte of the'tablcs. It 
looked fine. Mummy had set eleven pink and white 
'roses round it, to hold the eleven candles. Robin 
carefully put them into t^ie rose-holders. 

“There!” he said, “that looks lovqfy! When shall 
weight the. candles, Lucy?” 

“Now,” said Lucy. “They won’t show much in 
the open air, but we simply e must light 

But unfortunately nobody had any matches, so the 
candlts couldn’t be lighted. It was a great pity. “ I 
do hate to cut the cake 'without lighting the candles 
first,” said Lucy dolefully. “I’ll see if there are any 
matches in the little kitchen,” She disappeared into 
the kitchen and rummaged about. She came out in 
delight. “I’ve got a box,” she said. “They were in 
that tiny cupboard by the -larder. You light the 
candles, Robin, please.” 

But alasl the matches .were sp damp and old that 
they wouldn’t strike. It really was most disappoint- 
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ing. The children sat at the gay little tables, striking 
matches that 'wouldn’t *light, getting quite cross 
^aboutlt. Sandy watched everything with the greatest 
interest. He couldn’t think why the children didn’t 
stop fussing about candles and cut the cake. He knew 
of old that dogs at birthday parties* usually got a 
share of the cake! 

“Well — we must cut the cake without the candles 
• lighted, *that’s all, ’’’said I^obin atjast. “Now re- 
member everyone — you must wish when you eat 
your fiist bit of cake. Birthday-cake wishes are 
magic, and always come tme!” 

“Wodf!” saii Sandy, pleased. He knew what he 
was going to wis>h! He’d wish fof rabbitif to 
chase I 

"Then suddenly Sandy sat up straight on his chair 
and growled. The children looked at him in aston- 
ishment. 

“Sandy, what are you growling for?” asked Lucy. 

“Are you cross because you haven’t got a bit of 
my. cake yet? Vou are an impatient little dog!” 

Sandy growled again, and the children saw that 
all tjie hairs on the* back of his neck were rising up. 
They did that when Sandy was angry. But what 
could Kfe be angry about? 

iSandy was staring throifgh the drooping willow 
trees on the bank that hid the house-boat. Was 
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somebody coming? The thildien couldn’t hear 
anyone. But then footsteps over grass wouldn’t 
be heard. Nobody wanted to be caught on the 
house-boat because, although they felt it really was 
theirs, now that they had cfeaned and painted it so 
bcailtifully, they knew that it really wasn’t. 

“Listen,” said |Xit in a low voice. “If it’s anybody 
snooping round, don’t give me ay ay. I shall have 
to pretend to lx; dumb, because anybody knows I’m 
an American boy as soon as I open my mouth. I can’t 
"talk the way you do And so if anyone . . .” 

He stopped shoi t and A a red between the trees. He 
had seen something moving there: Someone was 
walking on 'the bank! 

“Let’s hope they won’t see us,” whispered Robin. 
“Lucy, make. Sandy be quiet. He’s going'Ho growl 
again.” 

• Lucy put her hand o 4 n Sandy’s collar. He stopped 
rumbling inside at once. He knew when he had to 
be quietl Lveiyone sat as still as mice. They heard 
a little cough behind the 'trees. 1 They could see 
no one 'yet, and felt certain that no one could see 
them. 

Then there came the sotfiid of a match being 
struck, and after that they smelt the smoke of a 
cigarette just being lighted. 

Then the somebody began walking again, and 
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appeared on the bank, where the willows ended, 
staling at the 'house-boat ! It was a tall man, with 
.twinhfmg blue eyes, and a cigaictte in the corner 
of lus mouth. He staled at the boat and at the 
childien in the greatest* astonishment. 

They stared back They didn’t knoV what tef say 
or do, so they just staled Sandy gjve a giowl. 

“Well, well, veil 1 ” said the man at last, and he 
stepped on boaicl the house-boat. “ Quite a nice little 
party? A birthday party, too, by the look of the 
giand cake!” 

Still nobody' said a word. The man took a look 
round the decks and popped his head in at the 
sitting-room and bcdioom windows of fhe boat."He 
seemed moie surprised than ever. 

“I Suppose none of you has a tongue?” he said, 
sitting down in an empty chair. “If you had, I 
should love to ask you a few, questions.” 

“ We have got tongutfs,” said Robin. “ What do you 
want to ask US'*” 

“ Well, I’d love to knoV what you aie doing on my 
old house-boat,” spid the man, and the Children 
heard his words with dismay. His house-boat! What 
ajj unlucky thing fbi° them that they had chosen 
that day to come] 

‘And I’d love to*know who gave* the ol$ Black 
Swan such a dazzling coat of paint,” said the man. 
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“And who cleaned up the rooms inside. Most 
mysterious. I suppose you don’t know the answer 
to these questions?” 

Robin couldn’t help rather liking the man, though 
he also wondered if by any fchance he could be that 
wicked uncle t>f Kit’s! Just suppose he was! 

“Is it your boat?” he said. “I’m very sorry, sir, 
if we’re trespassing. I did go to ask permission from 
the caretaker at the house to go over the boat, but 
she didn’t seem to know anything about it. We 
'haven’t done any damage. We just gave her a coat 
of paint and cleaned hep up a bit. We thought she 
was rather nice, you see, and it was/ a shame to see 
her* falling to bits.” , 

“I quite agree with you,” said the man. “Well, 
I must say you are different from most"Thildren I 
know. They would do just as much damage as they 
could — but you seem to have gone out of your 
way to put my boat in goo.1 order. What’s your 
name?” 

“I’m Robin, sir,” said Robin,' “and that’s, my 
sister Betty and that’s my, cousin Lucy.” 

“And who are you?” said the man, turning to 
Kit, who, of course, had not sard a word the whole 
time, but had tried to look as dumb and stupid as 
possible. 

Kit stared at the man and didn’t answer. “That’s 
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Sammy, sir,” said Robin, saying the first name that 
came into his head. “ You won’t be able to make him 
speak* He’s dumb.” 

“ Poor lad!” said the man, and he really did look 
sorry. “I wonder if anything could be done for you. 
I’m a doctor, and I might be able to (jo sopiethyig.” 

“1 hete’s nothing that can be done, sir,” said Robin 
hastily. lie didn’t want the man trying any cure on 
poor Kit. “Well? sir, we’d better clcarup and go, 
since it’s your boat. We’re sorry if we’ve trespassed, 
as I said bcfoic.” 

“Well, of epurse, you have trespassed,” said the 
man. “But it’k what I would call very satisfactory 
ticspassing frorj my point of view — ver^!” 

He smiltd and the children were relieved to see him 
lookipg^f'i good-tempered. “1 suppose, sir,” said 
Robin, smiling* also, “I suppose you wouldn’t let us 
trespass again, .would you?” 

* Well, I might, on one condition,” said the man. 
“And that is — that you ask me to jour party and 
give me a piece of, that .delicious-looking cake. Why 
don't you light the candles?” 

“We’ve no matches,” said Lucy. The man took 
out & box and hand^l jt» solemnly to her. She struck 
a nn’atch and lighted the eleven candles I Then she 
cijt the cake. She’gaye a piece first to the man. “ Here 
70U are, Mr. — Mr. . v .” she said. 
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“My name is Cunningham,” said the man. 
Thank you, Lucy. Many hjippy returqs of the day— 
nd please treat my house-boat as yours whenever 
ou like! I will rent it to you for one piece of 
irthday cake!” 

What a bit of luck! The children stared at one 
nother in delight, So the house-boat could be theirs 
o play ou whenever they likcdl 




CHAPTER ELFVEN 

WIIO IS DUMB SAMMY ? 

Mr. Cunningham ate his piece of cake and said it 

was the best he had evex tasted. 

• • 

“Did you wish?” asked Lucy. “You have.to wish, 
you know.*’ 

“1 did,” said Mi\ Cunningham. “Where do you 
lfVej by the way? I didn’t know there were any 
houses nearby."' 

“There aren’t — only that one over therfe,” said 

IOQ 
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Robin. “We live in one of the two houses away up 
the river. We come here in our boat. Where do 

f r 

you live?” 

“I used to live in that house beyond the lawns ' 
there,” said the man, nodding towards the house 
away in the distance. “ But now T want to let it, and 
I think I have let j,t, so that’s lucky for me.” 

“Will '.he people want the house-boat?” asked 
Betty in dismay. 

“No — I thougnt it was all fallen to bits, so I said 
nothing about it,” said the man. “You needn’t 
worry. The boat will be # nothing to do with them. 
You can say you have rented it from me if anyone 
asks. you. jjmd I must say it was, very good rent 
you paid me — a most delicious piece of cake!” 

“Have another bit?” said' Lucy, taking, up the 
knife. 

“Well — if I do, that must be rent for two years,” 
said Mr. Cunningham.* “Thanks very much.” 

All this time Kit had been munching his cake and 
saying nothing. 

Mr. Cunningham glanced at him. “ Has he always 
' been dumb?” he asked. 

Robin went red. He hardly Jvip£w what to say.’ He 
was a truthful boy, but he couldn’t possibly give' Kit 
away. “Well— not always,” he s ( aid at last. 

Lucy Saw that Robin was feelipg awkward, and she' 1 
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hurried to change the subject. “Have another bit of 
cake, Sammy?” she asked. 

Betty wanted to giggle when she heard Lucy call- 
ing Kit Sammy. Kit made a curious noise in his 
throat and took another piece of cake. 

“Is that all the noise he can make?* said Mr. 
Cunningham. The others thought of the fearsome 
yells and whoops that Kit coulti make* when he 
wanted to. 

“No — he can make other noises,” said Robin. 
“Have a biscuit, sir?” 

“No, thanks! I must be off,” said Mr. Cunning- 
ham, and got up. “ Well, thank you very much for 
two years’ renlf, jtnd remember what I* say — ycfU are 
welcome to use my” boat whenever you want tol 
Good-bye!” 

“Good-bye,” said everyone except Kit, who made 
another curious noise in his throat* Sandy ga^e a 
polite yelp. He had quite taken to their visitor. 

They all watched the man walk* away and dis- 
appear behind tile trees. Then Betty giggled. 

“Poor Sammy!” she said. “I do feel sorry for 
you. Are ‘you awfully dumb?” 

Kit made a few ntci’e* noises and the others shouted 
with laughter. , Then Kit grinned and found his 
tongue. 

“ Thanks for playing up so well,” he said. “I think 
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that chap is perfectly all right — but you never know 
when any of my wicked uncle’s spies might come 
'around. Anyway, if Mr. Cunningham is orie, he 
won’t think that a dumb boy called Sammy is 
Kit Anthony Armstrong, who is anything but 
’dumb!” 

“I don’t think he is anybody horrid,” said Lucy. 
“I thouglit he wJa nice — and fancy letting us have 
the boat m return for two pieces of cake. Grown-ups 
do do funny things, don’t they?” 

'“Well, wc got the candles lighted, anyway,” said 
feetty. “Look — they’ve aU burnt down now. Blow 
them out, Lucy — one big blow for the whole lot.” 

Lift.y blew r and the candles wept out. “You’re 
a good blower,” said Kit, feeling his head. “Is my 
hair still on?” 

They all laughed. They felt very pleased to think 
thqf they hadn't got into trouble ovef the boat — 
and the thought that it was, theirs to do as they 
liked in was simply marvellous 1 What fun they 
would have! 

“I say-'-do you think Mummy would lot us spend 
a night here?” Betty said suddenly. “Wouldn’t it 
be simply wonderful!” 

“Well— we’d have to tell her all about thfe boat 
then,” said Robin. “Bift it won’t matter nowj, 
because we have got permission to use the boat, 



WHO I«S DUMB SAMMY? II3 

anyway. She miyht let us come here for a night — or 
even for a weekend.” 

“What about Kit?” said Lucy. The boy’s eyes . 
had begun to spat kle at the thought of a night on 
the boat. 

“Oh, I’d slip off late at night and get back earjy in 
the mftrning,” said Kit at once “ %ou don’t suppose 
I’d be left out of an adventure like that, do you? No 
fear! I shall confl; tefo. But listen, I simply must get 
back now, or the Dragon will complain about me to 
Mr. Barton. I don’t want to be locked up in my 
bedroom or apything awfpl like that.” 

The children cleared away everything and then 
got into their /little boat. They rov^ed oft, jvell 
pleased with their afternoon. They looked back at 
tile gleaming housc-bdat. It did look nice in the 
afternoon sunshine 

“See you soon, Black Swanl” called Betty. “You 
are ours now! We’ve, rented you. We’ll come and 
sleep in you one night soon!” 

^it luckily got hack jn time and no one knew he 
had escaped for the afternoon. Lucy gJjve him 
another piece of her birthday cake to smuggle up to» 
his bedroom. 

*“ You ask your mother about sleeping a night on 
the boat,” he said. “We’ll do that as soon as we can, 
whilst the fine weather lasts. And, I say — ask your 
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mother if she’s ever heard of our Mr. Cunningham. 
If he really did live at that house, he must be all 
right.” 

So the children told their mother all about Mr. 
Cunningham and his house-boat. She listened in 
amazement when she heard how they had dis- 
covered the boat*iand painted it and cleaned it. 

“But you mustn’t do things like that,” she said. 
“You really mustn’t! You might have got into • 
serious trouble, you know. It was very nice of Mr. 
Cunningham to say you might go there again.” 

“I)o you know him, Mummy?” asked Betty. 

“I have heard of him,” said Mummy. “ IIe*used to 
live*at the house there, but now I jhink he is trying 
to let it.” 

“He told us he ha t let it,” said Robin.* “•But the 
people aren’t going to have the house-boat. Mummy, 
cap we spend d night there? Do Ictus!” 

“Well — 1*11 have to find out if Mr. Cunningham 
really means vfhat he said,” said Mummy. “I’ll go 
and telephone him now. I cr.n firid his number,” 

Mummy went off to .telephone. The children 
'‘looked at one another gleefully. 

“I bet we’ll be allowed t6 «kep on board!” said 
Robin. ’“Golly, what sport! Think of *having 
breakfast there,, and cooking baoon and eggs on tlsjt 
little stove!” 



WHO (S DUMB SAMMY? 115 

The children could almost smell the bacon and 
eggs already. t They wajted impatiently for their 
mother to come back. She soon came into the room 
again, but she looked lather puzzled. 

“Yes — it seems quite all right,” she said. “Mr. 
Cunningham was amused at h tiding you having a 
birthday party on the boat, and pleased that you had 
painted and cleaned it so nicely— but he said some- 
thing about a boy* called Sammy, who couldn’t 
speak ” 

The children looked at one another in dismay. 
What a bit of bad luck that Mr. Cunningham hact 
mentioped Kit! Now what were they to say? They 
said nothing, ai/1 hoped their mother would say no 
more. 

.“Whg’s this Sammy?” she a^k^d. “And why 
have you never told me about him? Ts he really 
dumb? What’s lie like, and where. did you meet 
him?” 

“lie’s just a boy,” slid Robin at last. “He’s about 
as old as I'am. W<j met him, that’s all.” 

“Jvlf. Cunningham says he’s dumb,” went on their 
mother. “ lie’s a doctor, and he wondered if he could* 
bav£ anything done lev him. lie thought he was 
your brother or cousin, it seems.” 

“Oh I” said Robin. 

His mother* looked at him impatiently. “I shall 
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begin to think you 1 re dumb next!” she said. “Where 
does this boy live?” 

This was a most awkward question — but very 
fortunately Sandy changed the subject so completely 
that nobody had to answer. , Tiger the cat happened 
to come ip to the room at that moment, and Sandy 
saw her. With +n excited yelp he jumped at her, 
and in a 'momenf there was a regular ciicus in the 
sitting-room! Tiger jumped here, and thfcre, and 
Sandy leapt like a mad thing after her, knocking 
down eveiything that got in his way. Mother 
’shouted, and Lucy yelled* o 

Then Tiger decided that she had had enough of it. 
She turned op Sandy and put out hen,claws. She dug 
ten shaip needles into him, and he yelped with pam. 
He turned himself about alid ran to hide behind 
Lucy— but Tiger came after him. 

Poor Sandy!' He ran out of the door with Tiger 
chasing him lor all she' was worth. She jumped at 
his back and dug her claws into him again. lie ran 
upstairs and she ran after hi pi. He tore downstairs 
and she lore after him. Into the sitting-room again 
and all round it, between everyone’s legs went the 
two excited animals, and Mumjj>y was quite furious. 

Somelww or other Lucy caught Sandy aiid 
Mummy shut the door on Tigep. 

“ Well, really !” she said, sinking into a chair. “ It’s' 
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bad enough when a dog chases a cat — but it’s far 
worse when a, cat chases* a dog. Lucy, go and put 
Sandy anto his basket up in your room and shut the 
'door on him. I don’t want to see him again for at 
least two hours.” 

The children all went out of the room wi,th Sandy, 
and shtit the door quietly. They put the panting dog 
into his basket, examined him foi sjiatchesund then 
heaved a^igh of lielirf. 

“Tiger came in at just the right ‘moment!” said 
Robin. “I simply can’t think what I could hava 
answcied aboqt Kit. I do hope Mummy forgets* 
about him.” 

Mummy did.^j It was very lucky. Sjie asked no 
mot e # questions at aK, but simply said that if they 
were teally good for the* next ftw days she would let 
them spend a night on the house-boat! 

“We must tell Kit!” said Robin. ‘‘Won’t he be 
thrilled?” 




CHAPTER TWFJYE 

IS, IT THE WICKED UNCLL? 

The children talked of nothing else but going to 
•spend a night in the house-boat. 

“There are two little hedcoonbs, with two bunks 
in each,? said Robin. “Just right for the four of bs. 
Sandy can sleep with one pf us in our bunk.” 

“With me, of course,” said Lucy. “You don’t 
118 f 
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suppose he’d sleep with anyone else, do you? Won’t 
it be fun undressing at n%ht in the boat — we’ll have 
to light candles to see by.” 

“We’ll get that stove going,” said Robin. “And 
we must remember to get water for the kettle. We 
can’t drink river water.” 

“ I should think the old caretakcr*would let us have 
some water,” said Lucv . “ We could tell her that Mr. 
Cunningham said we could use the boat.” 

“Yes — that would save us having to take water 
with us,” said Robin. “ We’ll get Mummy to give uS 
bacon and egg and bread «vnd everything we want.** 

Mumsny said they could go the ne\t Friday, as they 
planned for th.v.,Thcy slipped in to next dooi»and 
told Kit what they vVcrc going to do. lie was very 
thrilled? 

“I’ll join you,” he said. “I can’t go out of any of 
the downstails doors because they aid always locked 
and bolted at night, and if I went out and left one 
unbolted, as I would have to do, Mr* Barton would 
be $nre to discover it next morning. lie often gets 
up early to woik. I’ll slip out of the attic window, 
across the plank and down the ash tree.” 

“Whatl In the daV. ?’ 'said Lucy. 

*It Won’t be daik,” said Kit. “There’ll 1>e some 
lyHtfof a moon. Anyway, ’I could do.it in the dark, 

’ silly." 
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“ Can you come for a picnic with us to-morrow?” 
asked Robin. “We are g&ing to take our tea to 
Blacken Hill. We can lend you a bike if ydu can 
come.” 

“I’d love to,” said Kit. “'But I can’t. Both the 
Dragon and Mf . Barton will be in to tea to-morrow, 
and I’ll have to \>c there. I can’t keep on and on 
disappearing for 'various meals.” 

“What a pity said Robin. “Never mind — look 
forward to a night on the boat.” 

*“I certainly will!” said Kit. “Look out — here’s 
the Dragon!” 

The fieite woman came along over the lawn. All 
the children were at the back of tbetsummer-house, 
behind a bush. The Diagon calleci Kit. 

“Kit! I want you to do something for me.* Where 
are you?” 

yit appeared, whistling. The Dragon was about 
to sit down on a deck-chair nearby when something 
caught her eye*. It was a small blue handkerchief 
belonging to Lucy! 

The Dragon picked it up. “Whose is this?” she 
said. “A hanky with L on it! Kit, have those 
children been here again?” 

“What* children?” asked Kit in thg most innocent 
voice imaginable. 

“You know quite well I mein the children next 
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door,” said the Dragon impatiently. “ I don’t see how 
they can get in, I must sav, now that that fencing 
goes all the way round But childien always seem 
to manage to squeeze thiough somewhue. Are 
you suie they haven’t lA.cn in the gaidcn, hit?” 

“In the gat deni” tepcated Kit. “Did you say in 
the gardtn, Miss Tayloi ? How tofild they get in?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Misl Taylor crossly, 
opening her bool “I suppose the wind blew the 
hanky over. Don’t stand there looking like a pci feet 
stupid, Kit. Go indoors and see if you can find m^ 
knitting for me. Hurry, n»w!” 

Kit tfrent indoors. The other children stood still 
behind the sunwnyr-house, hardly daring to bieithe. 
Sandy stood peifcctly still, too He leally was a very 
good lldg for that sort of thing 

Kit appeared again lie taught sight of Robin 
peering anxiously fiom behind the summei-hoyse 
and winked at him <- 

“Here you aic, Mns Tayloi,” he ‘•aid, and he held 
ouUsonje knitting Miss Taylor gave a giunt of 
annoyance. 

“That’s not it,” she said. “That belongs to Cook. 
Dear me, what a sV.picl boy you can be at times. 

I suppose I had better go and look fot it, or 
jidMl bring me oat the housemaid’s embroidery 
next!” 
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And, to the children’s .great relief, the Dragon 
got up and walked towarck the house. 

“Good for you. Kit!” whispered Robin, dnd the, 
three children and Sandy moved off quickly into the 
little wood beyond the law*. It wasn’t long before 
they were scrambling down the hole to safety. 

“ It’s a pity Kidcan’t come to-morrow,” said Robin. 
“Never mind — we three will go.” 

“And Sandy, too,” said Lucy at once. 

“Sandy can’t cycle,” said Betty. 

' “Well, we can’t leave him out of a picnic,” said 
*Lucy. “I’ll take him in«my bicycle basket.” 

So the next afternoon the three of them "set out, 
with Sandy Hn Lucy’s basket, sitting up and feeling 
very high and mighty indeed when he passed other 
dogs. lie didy’t like it when Lucy suddenly fang her 
bell, but otherwise he enjoyed his ride veiy much. 

.The children had a ( lovely picnic and ate every 
single thing they had broughfrwith them. Then they 
wandered about looking for early blackberries, but 
there were veiy few. 

“I’m jolly thiisty,” said Robin, mopping his hot 
* forehead. “Have we drunk all the lemonade?”, 

“Every drop,” said Lucy.' “’Can’t we go and buy 
some at' the nearest village?” , 

“I’ve got sixpence,” said Rfcbin, feeling 
pocket. The others had a little money, too, so they 
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mounted theirbicycles and set off to the village near- 
by. It was set jt the forkilig of three roads, and had 
quite a.number of shops that sold lemonade and ices. 

They went into the biggest shop and sat down at a 
little table, meaning to J?a\e lemonade and ices, too* 
As they sat theie, a big cat drove up^iutsijlc, and a 
man got out. He catnc into the sh«p. 

“ Lxcusc me,” he said to the woman theie.* “Could 
you tell 1 tie if I’m* any \\ hei c near haldham?” 

“Not far,” said the woirtan. “lake the middle 
road, sir.” 

“How far is it in miles?” asked the man. 

• f 

“About eight miles, I’d sav,” said the woman, 
taking the thiec,childicn their lemonade and ice#. 

Betty spoke up once. “It’s not as much as eight,” 
she sa^d. “I’ve mcasuicd it on the speedometer of my 
bike— it’s exactly six and a half.” 

“Do you live at I aldham, by any chance?” asked 
the man, coming over to the*ehildien. 

“We live outside Faldham,” said R«bin. 

The man sat down aiyl oidered an ice for himself. 
“Bit of a lonely spot, isn’t it?” he asked. 

“Yes, very,” said Betty. “There are only two 
houses outside the village — ours — and another close 
by. 1 *’ 

a®?ho lives there?” asked* the man, eating his ice. 
“"“I don’t really knciw,” said Betty. Then she got 
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such a kick on the ankle from Robin that she nearly 
swallowed the spoon witl\ which she was ladling 
ice cream into her mouth l 

“Have new people come there lately?” asked the 
naan — but by this time Betty was choking over her 
swallowed ice yearn, and Robin answered: 

“I’ve just comf back from boarding school, so I 
don’t know much about things,” he said. “ They may 
be a family of Eskimos, for all I know!” 

“Ha, ha!” said the man, laughing as if he didn’t 
rjeally think it was a funny joke at all. “ You don’t 
kappen to have seen a small boy about there at all, 
do you?” 

“IIow small?” asked Robin solemnly, scraping his 
ice cream round. 

“Small as you,” said the man. 

“I’m big,” said Robin. 

“Well, big as. you!” said the man impatiently. 

u What colour eyes?” 'asked Robin. 

“ Blue,” said the man. 

“What colour hair?” said Robip. 

“Fair,” said the man. 

* “How many fingers?” asked Robin, again very 
solemnly. The man stared at him with annoyance. 

“Do you think you're being funny?” he atkedirt 
last. 

“ Yes, •! do rather,” said Robin, and Betty and IxLcf" 
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gave explosive little giggles. The man got up 
impatiently. 

“I’ll send you a telegram if I see a small, big boy 
with blue eyes, fair hair — and liow many fingers 
did you say?” said Robip. 

“Don’t be rude,” said the man shortly. lie paid 
his billr and went. He got into the car, spoke to 
another man there and drove off. 

“Golly?" said Robin, letting out a big sigh of 
relief. “ I bet you anything you like that’s the wicked 
uncle! And somehow or other he’s found out that 
Kit is in our district. We’ll have to warn Kit. Oh, 

ft t $ 

blow — l suppose this means he will have to go off 
somewhere else and hide ! I say, Bets, I really thought 
you were going* to give the game away! Sorry I 
kicked you so hard.” 

“It’s all right,” said Betty. “You ofily made me 
choke. I didn’t for one moment think that man was 
after Kit. I do hope he won’t* find him.” 

“Come on — we must rush back and warn him,” 
said Robin, getting,up. “ Put Sandy into your basket, 
Lucy.”’ 

Off they all went’ again, tearing back to warn Kit» 
of danger. What stiangc thing that they had 
happened to be in the shop when the wickqd uncle 
car?* by I 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


AN UNW^LCOR^E VISITOR 

The ciiildrfn rode home quickly, and only stopped 
once. 7’liat was when Lucy went over such a large 
stone in the road that poor Sandy was ’jerked right 
out of her bicycle basket ! She hud to stop to put him 
back again. He didn’t seem to mind at all. 

“ Did you have a nice picnic;?” called Mummy as 

they plu their bicycles into the shed. 

126 
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“Lovely!” cried the threjp of them. 

“Come and tell me all about it,” said Mummy. 
J3ut that was just what the children didn’t want to 
do! They wanted to warn Kit as quickly as ever 
they could. <■ 

“ You two girls go in and tell Mummy everything, 
and I’ll slip under the fence ancf tell Kit,” said 
Robin in a low voice. 

He called to hiVmother. 

“We ate everything!” he said. “ Lucy, tell Mummy 
how Sandy fell out of the basket.” 

“You didn’t take Sandy in your basket, surely!”' 
cried Mummy. 

The girls woijt Jo tell her all aboui? the picnic, 
and Robin slipped ’oilt of the garden door and down 
to the'-tilnncl under the fencing He crawled under- 
neath and stood up in the next-door garden. lie 
wondered whfere Kit was. 

It was raining a little, so he thought probably Kit 
was up in his attic-ioom, playing thde by himself. 
He decided to go lip an 1 see. He carefully made his 
way all round the, grounds, keeping in the thick 
bushqs and trees, and at last came to where the garage 
backed on to the hoiisc. ’The ladder to get up to the 
roof was not there, but it took Robin only a*minute 
or to get it from the empty garage. He set it 
against the wall, climbed up, stood on the flat garage 
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roof, and then swung himself into the branches of 
the big ash tree nearby. Up he went like a cat, and 
came level with the attic window. 

lie whistled a low whistle, rather like a blackbird. 
2Jo answer. He whistled again, and this time Kit’s 
head appeared at the w'indow. He giinned in delight 
when he saw Rftbin. 

“ Come in antkscc my electric train,” he said. “I’ve 
got it going.” 

Robin slid along the plank that stretched from the 
•sill to the tree, and jumped down into the big attic. 
'Kit locked the door. 

Robin spoke in a low voice. “Kit, I believe that 
wicked uncle of yours is in the district!” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Kit. “116 couldn’t possibly 
know I’m h(,re yet.” 

“Well, listen,” said Robin and he told Kit about 
tlje man in the car, and the questions' he had asked. 

“’Golly! It does sound a bit queer,” said Kit. 
“Thanks for 'neing clever enough not to give me 
away. What’s the man like?” 

“Fairly tall. I air hair* a bit like yours. Blue eyes 
-very blue,” said Robin. “But you’ve never seen 
your uncle, have you?” 

“No,* 1 said Kit. “Although he has kidnapped* me 
twice, he has always employed ether people to dtfthe 
dirty work. But it looks as- though there was a' 
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family resemblance between us, doesn’t it? Blow! 
I did think I was going to settle down here for some 
time. It’s nice knowing you. You’re great kids.” 
Now — shall I tell Mr. Barton and the Dragon — or 
not?” 

“I think you ought to,” said Robin. “Listen*— is 
that your uncle’s car coming back?’* 

They went to the window to sec— »and Rofiin gave 
•a cry of afai m. “ I*say ! That’s the same car the man 
was in! But he’s gone past your house — he’s turning 
in to our house!” 

“Funny,” said Kit. “You’d better go back and' 
find out what he says, Robin.” 

So Robin hurr>/“djy went back down the tree, under 
the hole, and up hi?, tfwn garden. He rushed into the 
ho flse arAl bumped into the man in the ball! 

“Hallo!” said' the man. “Here’s the rude little 
boy again!” 

Robin’s mother was* coming out of the sitting- 
room at that moment to see who hei“ visitor was. 
She hejjrd what he* said. 

“Rude!” she said, in astonishment. “Robin, have 
you b,een rude?” 

Robin felt most uncomfortable. He stood and said 
notfiing.’ The man looked at the boy’s mother. 

“PSm looking for a small* boy who is supposed to 
be in this district,” he said. “ I am very, very anxious 

B,N.D B 
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to find him. I thought perhaps he might be in this 
house or the next one, as these seem to be the only 
two there are here.” 

“Well, there’s only Robin here,” said his mother. 
''•'“I don’t know of any other boy. I am sure there 
isn’«t one nertt door. But wait — there is another 
boy! ” 

“Really?” said the man. “Where is he? What 
is he like?” 

“Well, I’ve never seen him myself,” said Robin’s 
“mother. “I know two things about him that might 
perhaps help you. His nnmc is Samny — and the poor 
boy can’t speak. He is dumb.” 

“I’m afraid he’s not the boy l’n? after,” said the 
man. “The boy I want is tailed Kit Anthony 
Armstrong. . You are sure you haven’t heard' of 
another boy anywhere here?” 

.“Well, there are only these two houses here,” said 
Mummy. “I would be sure to know il any boy was 
near. If this‘Sammy isn’t the boy you want, I’m 
afraid you won’t find him in FaUlham!” 

“Wefl, thank you very, much,” said the man, and 
picked up his hat to go. “ I must have been mistaken. 
But, madam, I’d take it as ‘a v6ry kind act on your 
part if you’d telephone to this address should you 
hear of any boy of twelve years of age called KIT.” 

“Very well,* said Mummy, 1 feeling quite puzzled. 
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and taking the man’s cayd as he spoke. “I’m sorry 
my boy was rude to you. It’s most unlike him.” 

“ Oh, that’s all right,” said the man, and went out 
of the hall door and got into his big car. He drove off 
without calling in at Kit’s house at all. 

“Robin! What does this mean? Were you really 
rude to that man?” asked Mummy? shocked. “What 
happened?” 

“Well'-he jus? asked me a lot of questions, and 
I didn’t see why I should answer them,” said the 
boy, rather sulkily. “I didn’t like him.” 

“ You mustn't be rude to grangers just because yoti 
don’t like them!” said his mother “I really do teel 
ashamed of you. I’m sorry I couldn’t h<Jp the nvn — 
he really seemed quite concerned about this boy 
called Kit. I didn’t like to ask him whv he was so 
anxious to find him ” 

Robin coukl have told her, but he didn’t want to. 
He hun icd to find the^two gfrls and to tell them tliat 
the man had actually come to call on their mother! 
They listened in horror. 

“Fortunately, Mummy^doesn’t think thene’s a boy 
next door, and she told the man the only one she hau 
heard of was called Sammy and was dumb,” said 
Robin.* “It was a good thing Mr. Cunningham said 
that* to her — it must have put the man off properly. 
r Oh, dear— I suppose Kit will have to go soon. 1 *’ 
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“I don’t see why,” said I^ucy. “After all, the man 
doesn’t think any longer that Kit is anywhere about 
here — so he’s likely now to go and look somewhere 
else! Kit would be best to stay where he is. The man 
•snn’t come looking in the ^me place twice!” 

“f^o — ypu’re. right, Lucy,” said Robin, cheering 
up. “Quite right! If he doesn’t come back vvithin 
a day or two, I v^tc we tell Kit not to say anything 
to the Dragon or to Mr. Barton', but just to'sit tight 
and hope the man won’t appear any more, but will 
go hunting in other places called FaldhamP 
' “That man talked lik^ an American,” said Betty 
thoughtfully. “ He didn’t look very wicked, did he?” 

“Wicked people often look awfudy good,” said 
Robin. “You can’t tell. Anyway, he simply MUST 
be Kit’s uncle, because he’s awfull) like him.’? 

“Robin, Kit will be able to spend the night on 
the house-boat' with us, after all, if that man doesn’t 
turn up again — won’t he?” s^id Lucy eagerly. “It 
would have been horrid if he hadn’t been able to do 
that. Things are much nicer if Kit’s with us. He’s 
such fun.” 

Robin and the girls couldn’t manage to go down 
the garden and under the fence to tell Kit what had 
happened that evening. Mummy insisted that tliey 
should all hav^ a game of Snap, as it was raining* so 
} they sat there, snapping and gathering up the cards . 1 
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Meanwhile, Sit was feelipg rather anxious, wonder- 
ing whatever had happened. Why had the man gone 
next door? 

At the children’s bedtime, when they were undress- 
ing in their rooms, a shower of little stones ca sr-*i' 
against the windows. Robin jumped, and .then .went 
to lotfk out. In the garden beldw was Kitl He 
signed to Robin to know if anyone was abotit. 

“It’s all right/’ s&id Robin, whereupon Kit leapt 
up the pear tree by the wall', and was soon astride the 
window-si It. The gi rls came into the room, and soon 
Kit was being told all aboyt the man’s visit. 

“He .really is after you; there’s no doubt about 
that,” said Robin. “But Mummy put him off 
properly, though she didn’t know it! We think he’ll 
go off* to another Fal’dham now — there are about 
seven places called Faldham, you know — and he 
won’t come back her£ So don’t you 'think it would 
be best not to say a» worcf to Mr. Barton or the 
Dragon till we see if there’s any more sign of the 
map?” 

"Anyway, if there is, you can always hide on the 
house-boatfl” said Lucy, her eyes shining. 

Kit nodded. “I «haA’t say a word,” he decided. 
“Not a* word. And, as you say, I can always rush off 
to 4hetiiouse-boat. JMobody would e^er think of me 
being there! Thanks awfully, all of you.* Now I 



134 the boy next bo|ix 

must go, or the Dragon \?'ill come after me with 
smoke and flames pouring out of her nostrils l” 

. The children giggled as Kit slid to the ground. 
Just as he landed there, Mummy happened to draw 
""tfcvcurtains downstairs, andrgazed in the greatest 
astonishment at the dark shadow dropping to the 
ground. 

“Robin'J” she called. “Is that you? You naughty 
boy, what are you doing?” 

Robin heard her and groaned. “Oh, my! Now 
Mummy will know there was someone here to-night. 
Tnc cat will be out of the.bag.” 

“ Tou drop down the tree quickly,” said Lucy, “and 
then«climb up again. You’ll get into the bedroom 
just when your mother comes into the bedroom, 
and she will never guess it was Kit then. Quick!” • 

The two girls shot out of the room. Robin dropped 
down the tree ind then climbed up again, appearing 
at the window as his mother cyime into the room. 

“Robin! So *it was you! What do you mean by 
behaving like this when you are supposed to bq in 
bed?” c . 

* “ Very sorry, Mummy,” said Robin hiimbly, and 
got into bed. 

“I shobld think so!” said his mother, and*turiled 
the light out w,ith a click. Really, what would these 
children be up to next? 




CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

OFF FOR A*NIGHT ON THE BO/VT 

ft 

The. children *all made great preparations for 
Friday. Mummy said, they were to take rugs 
• wit,Ji them, because she felt sure the bedding would 
be damp. 

’“You must .spread each bunk with a *rug, n she 
saW. “And be sure to drag the bedding out into the 
hot sun to give it ■another airing before you sleep 

*35 
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on it. Now — what do you v/ant to take with you to 
eat?” 

• “Oh — heaps of things,” said Robin. “You’ve 
simply no idea how hungry we get on the river, 
*Ktenmy.” 

“Well, I -can guess,” said Mummy with a laugh. 
“All right — I’ll pack you up a hamper of things. I’ll 
get somebody to dairy it down to the boat for you. 
You will have plenty of other things to cairy. Don’t 
forget your pyjamas and nightdt esses, and your 
toothbrushes.” 

'There were a lot of things to take just for one night 
on the boatl But Mummy said they could leave 
some“of the things theic lor anotfyei; time, so that 
was good. 

“ It looks as if we’ll often be allowed to spelid th'e 
night there,” said Robin. “I hope Kit will, too. T 
always miss him when he doesn’t com£. Lucy, are 
you taking dog biscuits for Sandy }* 

“Of course!” Said Lucy. 

“Don’t forget his tooth bnrh arid pyjamas,” said 
Betty solemnly. 

“Idiot!” said Lucy. “Sandy, will you eijjoy 
spending a night in a boat, 1‘wofider?” 

“ Woof, 1 ' said Sandy, and wagged his tail joyously. 
He was happy to be anywhere wvth Lucy. 

The day came at last, sunny and hot. The children 
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were sorry to set off without Kit. But the American 
boy did not cate to escape from the Dragon until 
jiight-tfme. 

“I’ll go to bed early, though,” he promised, “and 
then I’ll be able to come about nine, I hope. Will yffh 
come and fetch me in the boat, Robin? It’se fag. for 
you to have to come all the way bat k for me, I know 
— but I can’t think what else to dev I coulcl follow 
•the river-bank, I suppose, till I come to the house- 
boat — but I expect I’d have to go a good bit out of 
my way at times.” 

“Yes, you would,” said Robin. “Of course I’lT 
come and fetch you in the boat. I’ll be waiting at 
our usual place at, nine o’clock. It will be getting 
dark then. No one vtfill see you.” 

The three children and Sandy set of£ in the early 
afternoon. Harry, the gardener, came with them, 
carrying the hamper of food^ and a couple of rugs. 
The children carried the other things between them. 
They were all in a great state of excitement. 
To go .to bed in the beat seemed to them a really 
tremendous thrill. „ 

“W**’U go to bed quite late,” said Robin. “For 
one thing, I won’t Be back until at least half-past 
nine* with Kit — then we’ll want to talk.” 

“/Shd won’t it be* LOVERLY to sit .in that little 
• • 

sitting-room, lighted 'by candles, with the darkness 
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outside, and the water lapMapping against the boat!* 
said Lucy. “ Oh, I am glad I came to stay with you 
these hols!” 

Harry, the gardener, put down the things he was 
*£2frying when he arrived at the boat. “Well, there 
you- are,” he said. “Good luck to you! Sleep well!” 

“Thanks, Ilarry,” said Robin. The children began 
to pile the goods into the small boat. Ttyen Robin 
took the oars and they set off. It was very hot indeed, ‘ 
and the sun baked their shoulders. 

“I vote we bathe off the house-boat,” said Lucy, 

“ I simply must get cool somehow!” 

They came to the white-painted house-boat and 
claftibered Up the side. Robin handed the things 
up to the girls, and they pi lea them on the decks, 
ready to be sorted out. 

Then ihe boy tied up his little boat to the big one 
and clambered up, too. 

“We’d better put the bedding out into the sun,” 
he said. “Mummy said we must.” 

“Oh let’s bathe first,” said Lucy. “I’m so hot.” 

, “ No— we might forge * about the bedding,” said 
Robin. “Come on— we promised.” 

So, before anything else was ‘done, all the bedding 
from the four bunks was dragged out and strewn 
over the decks in the hot sun. 0 

“It’ll be absolutely baked!” Said Robin. “Pm sure 
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it won’t have a scrap of dampness left in it. Now— 
shall we bathe?” 

. “Yes,” said Betty. “I’ll just put the milk into the 
little larder in a pail of water to keep it cool. And 
“put. the hamper of food out pi the sun, Robin, will 
you?, We’U arrange everything after we’ve bathed.” 

They had a gorgeous bathe in the cool river 1 water. 
All thred children were excellent swimmers, and 
Sandy, of course, swam in the ’way dogs always do 
swim — “ sci abble, scrabble, scrabble with all four 
paws at once!” as Lucy desci ibed it. He looked about 
fOr rabbits as he swam, £or he thought there might 
possibly be a few bathing in the river that hot after- 
noon. But, a# usual, Sandy was disappointed. 

The children were fired at last. Iney climbed to 
the deck of the house-boat and lay drying themseh es 
in the hot sun. “I’m getting burnt as brown as a 
ripe acorn,” siid Lucy, looking at her tanned legs. 
“I say — what about a di ink?* I’m awfully thiisty.” 

“Get it yourself, then,” said Robin lazily. “I can’t 
move.” 

“Nor can I!” said Lucy t dreamily. “Can you feel 
tfie boat moving up and down a little as the river 
flows beneath it, Robin? Isli’t k lovely? I do love 
this old boat.” 

The children lay there lazily for half an houremd 
then got up to arrange their things and get some tea. 
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It was fun choosing their bunks. The girls had one 
little bedroom, and Robin put his things on one of 
the bunks in the other. “Kit will bring his own, 
things, I expect,” he said. He stuck new candles into 
the candlesticks that abounded on the boat, and^put 
matches there, too. All the children were secretly 
looking forwaid to night-time. 

The girls unpacked the food and put it neatly into 
the tinylardcr. Then they set tea on one of the little 
red tables outside in the sunshine. 

“There’s ginger-beer to drink,” said Betty. “But 
when we have supper to-night, we’ll boil water-10 
make spme cocoa. That will be fun.” 

“We’ll have co go and ask the old .carctak**' for 
some water, t' en,’< said Robin. “Hope she won’t 
mind,!” 

.“You go, Robin,” said Betty. “£>hc’s seen you 
once before. .Take the kettle with you.” 

So, about, six o’clock, RcJbin took the big kettle 
from the little stove and set off up the* lawns to where 
the big house stood in the distance. Smoke curled up 
from a chimney so the boy knew there was, someone 
there. He' wondered idly if the new people Had 
arrived yet, the ones to*whom Mr. Cunningham had 
let*the house. There seemed no sign of thean. 

He went round tq the back door and knocked. No 
one answered. He knocked again, more loudly, and 
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then pushed open the door. The old 'caretaker was 
working in the kitchen there. She looked up with a 
.jump as she saw Robin. 

“Bless us all!” she said, annoyed. “What do you 
mean by making me jump ljke that! What do you 
want,?” 

“ Please would you be good enough to let me have 
some wafer for my kettle?” asked Robin politely. 

“Why? Are you picnicking anywhert here?” 
asked the old woman. * “You’d better not! Mr. 
Gunningham has let the house now, and the people 
are here already. You’ll get into trouble if you 
trespass on these grounds.” 

“It’s all right,” said Robin. “We are in the old 
house-boat on the river.” 

“ Oh — is that the house-bolt you spoke about the 
other day when you came?” said the caretaker. “I 
haven’t had time to go down* and have a look at it 
yet! I’ve been so busy'gcttiijg ready Jbr the new 
people. But you’d better be careful about using that 
house-boat. You might be turned off it!”’ 

“No, we shan’t,” said Robin. “Could I get the 
water, please?” 

“ There is a tap you can use-just outside the kitchen 
door,” said the old woman. “ Use it when you like, 
and don’t come bothering me ajiy more.” 

“All 'right,” said Robin. “ t I’m sorry to have* 
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bothered yoii. I won’t again. I’ll just get the water 
when I want* it.” 

He shut the kitchen door and went to find the tap 
outside. There was one just under the kitchen 
window. As Robin went to fill his kettle, he heard 
a man’s voice speaking to the old woman in» sharp 
tones'! 

“Who was that here just now?” 

“A little boy,'’ said the caretaker. 

“Where docs he come from?” said the voice. “I 
don’t want children messing about here. We cable 
here to be perfectly quiet and private.” 

“IIo said something about being on the house- 
boat at the bottom of the garden,”* muttered the 
caretaker crossly. ' “You’d better ask him yourself 
sbhert? he comes from. I don’t know anything about 
him.” 

“A house-boat — at the bottom of the garment” 
said the lean’s voice in surprise. 

“I haven’t heard anything abbut that. That 
must belong td the* property, then. I’ll have a 
look at it. Mr. Cunningham must have forgqften 
• to (ell me about that. It might be useful when I 
want to work by rfiyself.” 

*Robin heard.all this in dismay. He hoped the man 
wduldn’t make aftiy difficulties about the house- 
boat. It would be tiresome if they had to take it away 
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and tie it up somewhere dlse. He wandered if he 
should have a word with the man — but as there was 
Silence after that, it was clear that he had le'ft the 
kitchen. Perhaps he wouldn’t bother any more about 
the i-oat. 

“Anyway, Mr. Cunningham rented it to us!” 
thought the boy as he sped oft with the kettle. “That 
man can’t turn us out ! I hope he v'on’t tupi up at 
the house-boat to-night!” 

But that was just what he did do! It was most 
upsetting. 




CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

A HORRID ,SIIOCK 

Robin wfnt back to the housc-boal and told the 
girls .what he had o\«erhcard. They were rather 
worried. When grown-ups got cioss fhey did 
unpleasant things. It would be horrid to be turned 
out .of the boat just as they had planned to spend 
the niglit there., 

“ I* hope the man doesn’t come to-night when you 

are off to fetch Kit,” Said Betty. W I should be afraid.” 

145 
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* Oh, he’ll come before dark, if he’s| coming,” said 
Robin. “I’ll be here. You needn’t worry. After all, 
' so long as we’ve got permission from the fawner, 
that’s all that matters!” 

But somehow the evening was a bit spoilt. The 
children bathed again, and then stood watching the 
scores of little fishes that swam by the boat.' A blue 
and green kingfisher, brilliant in the, evening 
sunshine, sat on a low branch nearby, his head on 
one side, watching the fish, too. 

* Then suddenly down he swooped into the water 
and came up again with a fish in his beak. A toss 
of his head and it was gone! 

“1 wish we could catch fish like that,” said Betty. 
“Just a dart into the water — and back again with a 
fish in our mouthsl” 

“Wuff!” said Sandy, quite agreeing. He was 
watching the water, ( too — but not 'for fish. He 
couldn’t understand the dog lhat wasdooking up at 
him out of the* water. He didn’t guess that it was his 
own reflection! 

, About half-past seven, when the water was purple 
with the long shadows of trees in the evening sun- 
shine, the children heard voiles in the distance. 
Sandy p'ricked up his ears and growled a little. 

“Oh f ” said Betty, looking scared, “do you think 
it’s someone coming to the bo&t?” 
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It was! Thesvoices came nearer, and then two men 
appeared at the side of the drooping willows that hid 
the boat. They did not look at all pleasant. In fact, . 
they looked as stern as the Dragon. The children 
looked at them and saql nothing. 

“What are you kids doing here?” said ope man in 
a sharp voice. He had cold blue eyes and short, fair 
hdir. The other man was smaller and dark.* 

“ We’re spending the night on this house-boat,.” 
said Robin politely. 

“Oh, no, you’re not!” said the man. “You’ne 
going to clear out of here in double-quick time! 
We’ve Rented this property, and we’re not having 
any kids messifig about. This house-j>oat belongs 
to us now.” 

If It .doesn’t,” said Robin boldly. “It’s been rented 
to hj!” 

This was quite true? but the man didn’t believe a 
word. He gj^ve a shogt laugh. “And what rcnfdo 
you pay?” he asked in a scornful voic*. 

Nobody answered. 

“Well, speak up!” said the man. “I suppose you’re 
felling fibs, 'so you can’t answer. Well, clear up your 
things and be gone in half an hour.” 

This was too much for Betty. “We’ve paid our 
rentr-for two whole years!” she said indignantly, 
*“ You just ask Mr. Cunningham!” 
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“And what rent did you pay?” /aid the man 
mockingly. “Twopence a week?” 1 
• “No — we paid Mr. Cunningham two slices of 
Lucy’s birthday cake,” said Betty. “He said that was 
quite enough rent.” 

Th$ two men burst into loud laughter. “ Do you 
really expect us to believe that?” said the Smaller 
man. “Well, whatever rent you paid you’ll have to 
clear out. We want to be private here. We shall 
probably use the house-boat ourselves.” 

• Betty began to cry. Sandy growled deeply in his 
thloat — “ Urrrrrrrrrr”. I£obin went red with anger. 

“Please ring up Mr. Cunningham on your tele- 
phone,” he s*id. “He will tell you that he gave us 
permission to have this boat. We Shan’t interfere 
with you at all. We won’t even come for water- if 
you’d rather we didn’t.” 

“You certaihly won’t foot on «cur grounds 
again,” said the first man reughly. JL&s for Mr. 
Cunningham, ‘he’s gone abroad, as you probably 
very well know.” 

“Well— ring up our rnother, then,” said poor 
Robin, still scarlet in the face. “Mr. Cunningham 
told her about us and the ho&se-hoat. She knows all 
about it/ Her number is Faldham 

“We’d bettei;do that,” Said the first man, turning 
to the o'ther. “The sooner we get these kids off the 
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place and thewunderstand they’re not to come back, 
the better. Come on — we’ll ring up Faldham 5.” 

They went up the green lawn. The three children 
looked at one another, dismayed and angry. It was 
too bad! M*\ Cunningham had said they could l^ve 
the boat. But how awfully horrid these rpen \yerel 
They Had spoilt everything. 

“I bet Mummy will say we’re not to c6me here 
again if those men don’t like us about,” said Robir» 
with a groan. “ I just bet she will ! Oh, why did Mr. 
Cunningham go away? We could have telephoned 
to him and everything would have been all right. 
It’s a great pity he didn’t tell those men about us and 
the boat. ” 

Meantime the men were telephoning Faldham 5. 
They .got on to the children's mother at once. In 
most polite tones the Hrst man explained things to 
her. “We think therfi must be som L mistake,” he 
said smoothly. “ We . have ‘taken over the whole 
property from Mr. Cunningham v<ho is, as you 
probably know, now a^ay. We cannot have children 
over-running our grounds, as we only took this 
place on Mr. Cunningham’s assuring us we would 
be completely private.’” 

“Of course. I guite understand,” said the children’s 
mother. “It is truathat Mr. Cunniijgham did say 
‘they might have the boat, but I don’t want any 
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trouble to be caused over that. 1 will tell the children 
they must not use it.” 

* Thank you, madam,” said the smooth tonesLof the 
man. “That is kind of you. If we can make it up to 
the*rhikhen in any way — spy by making them a 
handsome .present — we shall be glad to do so.” 

“No, no, of course not,” said the children’s mother 
hastily. “But if you would just let them spend this 
sight there, it would please them. 1 They have taken 
everything there, and it Would be such a disappoint- 
ment if they had to come back now. I am sure they 
wdn’t do any damage.” 

“We will tell them they can spend to-night there, 
of co-arse,” sfiid the man. “Good liight, madam!” 
He put the receiver down, and once mfore went down 
the lawns to the house-boat. Sandy growled^so »he 
children knew he was coming. They were all afraid 
they might be turned out thaf very night. 

The man hailed them'. “I got on to your mother, 
and she agrees <with me that it would be impossible 
to have you messing about Ijere, row that we have 
taken the house. But you can stay for the night. 
After that don’t come near here at all. Understand?” 

“Yes,” said the children sulkily. 

The man turned and went back up the lawn. The 
three children ^cowled after himi How they disliked 
himl 



A HORRID SHOCK I5I 

“I believe l^e’s another wicked uncle!” said Betty. 
“He talks like the other one did — sort of drawly.” 

“ Wfell, it’s no good thinking that every American* 
we come across is Kit’s wicked uncle!” said Robin. 
"These men can’t haw anything to do with him. 
The other man even knew Kit’s name! ©h, I«ay — 
isn’t it sickening to think we’re not to come here 
again V\ 

“I don’t see why we shouldn’t,” said Lucy. " WHy^ 
should we give up something we’ve every right to 
have just because that horrid man says we must?* I 
vote we don’t! I vote welcome whenever we want 
to — providing that man isn’t here!” 

“I vote that, tpo,” said Betty. “Just to shcfW we 
don’t care tuppence ^hat he says! We know quite 
vfeliiiiat when Mr. Cunningham ccvmcs back he’ll 
sky he meant us to have the boat and use it.” 

“I mightrisk the man if we could use the bojt if 
we took it somewhere else farther down the river,” 
said Robin thoughtfully. " If we weifc out of his way 
he ^wouldn’t mind about the boat. We might moor 
it outside our little island.” 

“Ask him to-morrow,” said Lucy. “What’s the 
time, Robin? Oughtn’t you to be fetching Kit? 
It’s* getting quijte dark now!” 

Sb it was. The %un had gone, and evening was 
coining. 
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The water looked very dark. It splfished against 
the house-boat with a pleasant sound. 

“You girls get ready some supper, and see th4t the 
kettle is boiling,” said Robin, looking at his watch. 
“1’llfetch Kit. Pity we haven’t got better news for 
him!* 

Robin shipped down into the boat below. The girls 
went into the tiny cabin sitting-room and, lighted 
two candles. At once the cabin looked very cosy. 
They set up the little flap-table there and laid the 
supper. It looked good. 

“Cold ham, tomatoes,* fresh lettuce, bread and 
butter, cheese, biscuits, ripe plums, appler,” said 
Lucy* “A vtTry fine feast! I hope Robin and Kit 
won’t be too long. I’m glad ,we*ve got Sandy with 
us. I’m sure he’d fly at those men if they triefi to be 
horrid to us again.” 

“ I’ll put the kettle on, the stove,” saitf* Betty. She 
lighted the stove in the tiny*’ kitchen: It made a 
pleasant glow. The little girl put the cocoa tin ready, 
fetched the milk, and set beside thd’tin a big jug' for 
the hot cocoa when it was. made. It really was fun 
doing all these things on her own! 

After some time there came a Snout from the dark 
waters. a Hi, there 1 Here we are! Show a light. 
Black Sudani” 

Betty lighted a lantern and hung it over the side 
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to show Robin Jwhcre to t/e up his boat. Then the 
two boys clambered up to the deck They peered 
.through the window of the little cabin, and looked 
with delight at the feast there brightly lighted by the 
two candles. 

“What-ho for a night on board!” said KiS. u Now 
we’re going to enjoy ourselves?” 




CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Kir GETS INTO TROUbC£* 

It was cosy* in the little cabin, sitting squashed 
together round the table/' All' the children* were 
very hungry, and the ham and salad soon disappeared. 
So did the cheese! Betty had made the cocoa, and 
they drank it thirstily. It was Very good. 

“Th*e kettle boiled ages before you came,” said 
Betty. “I was afraid all the w&ter would boil 1 aw^y, 
so I had to take it' off the 1 stove, and put it ‘oil 
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again just befoij|e you arrived. We hadn’t any more 
water.® 

“I could have got some,” said Robin boldly. “I 
shall get water from that tap outside the kitchen if I 
want to, no matter whatgthat man says!” 

“Hear, hear!” said Kit, cutting himself a large 
lump of*checse. “The man has no right to act as he 
did.” 

“Kit, ditl you mantfge to escape from your holism 
without the Dragon or Ml. Barton seeing you?” 
asked Betty eagerly. “Tell us about it.” 

“There’s nothing to tell,” said Kit. “I just said 
I was goipg to bed early, so I went.%1 stuck the bolster 
down the middle bf my bed to look like npe, and then 
I got out of the attic window in the usual way. And 
her^Jr?sjil I had only waited about two minutes on 
the river-bank before Robin came.” 

They finished supper ind then went Cfut on deck to 
see the moon cpming up. 

It swam up through the trees, looking very bright 
and lovely. The river shone silver, and every now 
and again the children could hear the plop-plop of 
a fish jumping. An owl called in the distance, a 
lovely ’long quavering Sound: “Ooool Ooo-oo-oo- 
000000 !”• 

“Isn’t it lovely hese?” said Lucy, enjoying every 
jftjnute. “We’re far away from our beds— all by 
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ourselves — and we needn^t go to befi till midnight 
if we don’t want to.” 

“Well, I’m getting awfully sleepy,” said Robin, 
yawning. “ I’ve had a long row here and back twice, 
dcyi’t forget! You girls go and wash up quickly. 
Th?n we’ll all go to bed.” 

So Betty and Lucy cleared the suppeV away, 
washed ‘the things, and set the table tor breakfast. 

• Then they lighted candles in tne tiny bedrooms, and , 
drew the little curtains there across the windows. 
•How small and cosy the rooms looked! 

'The children went iijto the little sleeping cabins. 
It was fun to undress there. Sandy jumped up into 
Lucy’s bunk and cuiled himself round sleepily. Lucy 
laughed. 

“You’ll have to move up* a bit, Sandy!” p aid. 
“You’re tight in the very middle. Move up!” 

The children snuggled into their *n arrow bunks. 
Not one of them had ever slept in a hunk before, and 
it seemed veiy exciting. They pulled .the bedding 
up round them and blew out their candles. 
r “ Good night!” called the girls, and the boys 
answered sleepily: “Goodnight! Sleep well!” , 
“Woof!” said Sandy, which evas his way of saying 
good night, too. He was now on Lucy’s feet, Svarm 
and comfortable. Everyone except Lucy fell *asleep 
at once. 
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The little girl lay for a .time and listened to the 
noises around. The house-boat creaked a little as the 
river raji underneath and lifted it now and again. 

The waves went plash-lash-lash against the sides, 
and the owl called again, much nearer. 

“It’s all lovely,” said Lucy to herself, trying her 
hardest to keep awake and enjoy every single minute. 
“1 love to hear the gurgling noise the watef makes. 

. I love to feel the boat* moving. It’s*fun to sleep 0 % 
the water.” 

Then she, too, was fast asleep, and not one of the* 
four children stirred until the morning sun put hat 
fingers through the cabin windows. It was nearly 
eight o’clock! p 

“ KIT!” said Rtibih, looking in dismay at his watch. 
“W^a^ant to wake at six and take you back — and 
it’s«almost eight*. You’ll get into trouble!” 

“Crumbs! J .certainly shall!” said Kit in horror. 
“We have breakfast at eight. 'I say, let’s go at onfel 
My word, isn’t this sickening?” 

Robin and Kit dressed hurriedly and tumbled into 
the little boat. “Have breakfast ready wheji I get 
b^ckl” called’ Robin as the boys rowed off hurriedly. 
“And tell those men ye Shall be leaving soon if they 
comer again.” 

Robin left Kit on the shore where he had picked 
13m up the night before, then rowed back again to 
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the house-boat. He was very hungry by the time he 
arrived. He smelt bacon and eggs frying, and 
thought it was the best smell he had ever known 
in his life. 

“Poor Kit!” he said as be and the two girls ate 
thejr breakfast. “I bet he really will get into awful 
trouble this time. I wonder what will happen.” 

A sho'ut from the bank made the children look up. 
The two men stood there. “ Ydu’rc to clear off now,” . 
shouted the first man. “And remember this — you 
•don’t come here again!” 

- No one replied. All tjie children had made up their 
minds that they would come if they wanted to — so it 
wasn’t a bit of good the man saying they weren’t to! 
They washed up everything ard'tnUde the deck tidy 
and neat. 

9 

Then they slipped down into their boat and rowed 
back home. 'It had been fuh. No£ such fun as they 
had hoped, because thdse men had sppilt things a bit 
— but still it had been lotely. They worried a little 
about Kit, and hoped he would < be able to let them 
fyiow how he had got on. 

Robin climbed up the chestnut tree as soon as they 
got home, but there was nO sign of anyone next door 
at all. <He slid down, wondering if he dared to'go in 
and find out, anything. ‘ 

“Can’t you get in at the attic window withoiit 
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anyone seeing you?” said Lucy. “Poor Kit might 
be locket! up in his bedroom or something!” 

“I’ll»try after dinner,” said Robin. He and the 
others went indoors to tell their mother all about the 
night on the boat. Th<^r said nothing at all of itit, 
of course. ^ 

“Wefl, I’m afraid you mustn’t go there again,” 
said theif mother. “The new pecyde at tVie house 
object to childrcrl using the boat at the bottom Of 
their garden — and I must say I think it was queer 
of Mr. Cunningham to allow it when he had let thfe 
house! So don’t go there again.” 

Nobody said they would, antf nobody said they 
wouldn’t. They i # ust changed the subject and" told 
their mother about the„ brilliant kingfisher they had 
watched catching fish. 

'After dinner Robin climbed the chestnut again, 
but still there was no sign of Kit. So the boy^ot 
under the fencing and slipped into the next-door 
garden. What had happened to Kit?* 

He ran silently round /he grounds and up the other 
side to where the garage stood. The ladder’was still 
against the’wall. Kit had left it there. Up it went 
Robin, on to the flat^roof, and then into the big ash 
tree* Down the plank to the window-sill he Slid, and 
in at*the window. No one was there. The room 
-was quite empty. 
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The boy tiptoed to the ddor. His heart was beating 
fast. He was afraid of being caught by the Dragon 
or by Mr. Barton. He tried to remember which was 
Kit’s bedroom. 

He went out on to the landing and looked over the 
banisters .there. 

There were three bedroom doors below, that he 
could see*. Whic ( h one was Kit’s? 

‘No one seemed to be about. e The boy slipped 
quietly down the stairs and stood in front of the 
bedroom doors. He opened one and peeped in. 
Nobody was there at all lie shut the door quietly. 
He tried the next. * 

It ‘was locked! Was Kit locked* in there? The 
key was on Robin’s side of the,door. * 

The boy knocked gently. There was no 'answer. 
He knocked again. 

Kit’s voice came: “Who is it?” 

In a trice Robin hacf unlocked the door and was 
in the room! “He closed the door behind him and 
looked round the room. It ipas Kit’s bedroom ! The 
boy was* sitting huddled ,up before a desk, an open 
book in front of him. He looked very woebegone 
and miserable. 

“Robili!” said Kit, starting up and speaking in a 
loud whisper. However did yoti dare to get in here? 
The Dragon may come at any moment!” 
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“Can't help it,” said Robin. “I just had to come 
and find out what had happened to you!” 

“Thewery worst,” said Kit gloomily. “For some 
reason or other the Dragon came into my room 
early this morning, about five o’clock — and she 
spotted the bolster down my bed. She woke Mr. 
Barton, and the two hunted all over the house for 
me. 

Then they hunted in the garden, though the^ 
didn’t see how I could be out of doors because all the 
doors and windows were securely bolted. They* 
haven’t spotted, my way of .escape from the attic- 
i oom yeu ” 

“What happened when you got beck?” aSked 
Robin. . 

“ WcH,T climbed up into the attic and walked down 
to l’ny bedroom,'” said Kit, “and on the way I met 
the Dragon! *She looked so astonished that I had to 
laugh. She clutched hftld of me as if she wanted 
to make sure I was really there. Honestly, I think 
she’s quite fond of me!”, 

“Did you tell her where you had been? v asked 
Robin., 

“Of course not, idiot!” said Kit. “She thinks 
I was*hiding some, where in the house to give ller and 
Mr. Barton a fright, f won’t say a word — and that’s 
what has made theme both so angry. I’m to be 

. B.N.D. 
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locked up in my room for two days, and do an awful 
lot of hard studying. I couldn’t think how to get 
word to you — but now you’ve come it’s anil right. 
Don’t worry about me. They’ll let me out the day 
after to-morrow — only I won’t be able to vanish at 
night any more, I’m afraid. I gycss they’ll keep a 
sharp eye on me in future! I shouldn’t be surprised 
if they lock my, bedroom door every nigh’ !” 

“ Suddenly the boys heard footsteps coming, and' 
Robin felt his heart sink. He didn’t at all want to be 
‘caught just then. He looked round for a hiding- 
place. 

“Under the bed!” hissed Kit, sitting down at his 
desk again." “Quick!” , 

There was the sound of a.key being jiggled in the 
lock, and then an exclamation as the Dragon* dis- 
covered that. the door was unlocked. She opened it 
ai?d looked inside. 

“Kit, who unlocked the ‘door? I<t isn’t locked — 
and I know “it was locked before. •'Who’s been 
here?” 

/ “ Was the door unlocked?” said Kit, putting on a 
most innocent face. 

“ Yes — it was — and it’s no \ise trying to pretend 
to we!” said the Dragon, losing her temper. “Some- 
one’s been here — and is here still, for all I kndw!” 

She looked round the room and then gave at 
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scream. She pointed to the bottom of the bed. Kit 
looked, and, to his horror, saw that one of Robin’s 
feet vifis clearly showing under the valance. 

“Who’s that?” cried the Dragon. “Come out, 
whoever you are!” 




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

B1ENTY OF EXCITEMENT! 

I 

Robin did not move. He did not know that his foot 

* k < 

was showing from underneath the bed. The Dragon 
shouted to him again. 

“Com A out! If you don’t, I shall drag you out!” 
And drag hiip. out she did! She caught hold of 
Robin’s foot and pulled him roughly and strongly 

I64 
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out from under the bed» He sat up and looked at 
her. “Oh! it’s the boy from next door again!” 
she sajd angrily. “ Didn’t I tell you never to come, 
here?” 

“ Yes, and you told me there wasn’t a boy hpre,” 
said Robin. “ You told a fib!” 

“Hcfw dare yfcu come here like this?” cried the 
Dragon.^ “Oh— here is Mr. Barton. He will deal 
with you!” 

Mr. Barton was a very stern-looking man, who, so 
Kit said, never smiled at all. lie looked in astonish- 
ment and anger at Robin # as the Dragon told him 
what hjtd happened. 

“Mr. Barton,* I’ve told this boy all about myself,” 
said £it. “He ‘knows I’m in hiding, and he knows 
why. He wouldn’t tell anyone. He’s my friend.” 

•“Your friend!” said Mr. Barton scornfully, in a 
horrid dry j/oice. “ Y6u are a most foolish and tire- 
some boy. Ycju know* quite? well that we have Seen 
given instructions to keep your hiding-place a secret, 
and^to let you make no t friends until that unpleasant 
uncle of yours is caught ^and dealt with. And ^ou 
jnake things as difficult as possible for the people 
who are doing thei»*be§t to guard you. You deserve 
to be wlupped — and so does this boy, too/ coming 
into* other people’s* housed without permission!” 

Robin felt quite frightened of Mr. Barton. His 



1 66 THE BOY NEXT DOOR 

eyes were so cold and piercing, and his mouth was 
thin-lipped and cruel. 

“I’m sorry sir,” he said. 

“ Sorry!” said Mr. Barton. “It isn’t enough to be 
sorry. You will keep out of this house and out of the 
garden, too, unless you want me to complain to 
your parents and have you sternly punished. Do you 
wish me to do that?” 

*“No,” said Robin, who didn’t -want any more 
complaints about him to go to his mother. 

• “And you will tell me exactly how you got into 
this house,” said Mr. Barton. 

Robin caught a warning glance from Kit. He shut 
his li-ps tightly and did not answer. 

Mr. Barton lost his temper. He banged on Kit’s 
desk, making the book jump in the air and fall 
to the floor. 

“DO YOU HEAR ME, BOY?” he roared. “You 
will tell me what I ask 'you.”- 

Robin was badly afraid he would have to tell. He 
didn’t see how he could stand there for ages and not 
say; a word, because he was already a bit shaky at the 
knees. An idea came to him. No one was between 
him and the door. He could rush out, bang the door 
and slip, upstairs before anyone caught him. Then 
he wouldn’t have to say aVrordU 

Withbut waiting to think about it, the boy carried 
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out his sudden plan. H*e rushed to the door, banged 
it shut behind him, and tore up the stairs to the 
atti<*room as quickly as he could. 

Mr. Barton was at first too astonished to do any- 
thing. Then he ran ..o jrie door and flung ifeopen. 
He did not know whether Robin had •gone, up or 
down the stairi. lie called to the Dragon: 

“G(*up to the attics and see if, he is hiding there. 
I’ll go downstairs. And if I catch him I’ll give turn* 
a good whipping!” 

Mr. Barton ran down the stairs, and the Dragon 
ran up to the attics. Kit remained where he'was, 
hoping and hoping that Robin would have time to 
slide out on the plank to the ash tree and g£t down 
in safety. 

• He* did I The Dragon looked in to, the other attic- 
Voom first and then into the one that was Kit’s play- 
room. By that time Robin was half-way down the 
tree. It did not otcur to the Dragon that the 
boy could have got out of the wirfdow, for she did 
not for a mome±it thyik there was any way down to 
the ground. Shefelt sure that Robin had gone down 
the.stairs', and she hurried down, too, to help in the 
search. 

After aboul; four minutes the telephone rang in 
thft house, and Mf. Barton went to answer it. It was 

9 

Robin telephoning*from his home next door! 
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“Is that Mr. Barton? Please sir, don’t bother to 
go on looking for me. I’m home. I’m sorry I can’t 
tell you how I get in and out, and please don’t be 
angry with Kit because I went to sec him. I’ll keep 
his so'Tct, I promise you. Kha\ en’t told anyone at all 
about Kit.” 

Mr. Barton was still in a furious telnper. Helflung 
down the receiver, with a snort, and went to, tell the 
^Drigon. 

“It beats me how those children next door get in 
arid outl But if ever I catch one of them again, 
they'll be sorry!” he stormed. “As for Kit, don’t 
let him out of your sight in future!” 

Tbe"girls listened to Robin’s story,’ holding their 
breath with horror when he told them how the 
Dragon had seen his foot coming out from under the 
bed. “It was terribly exciting,” said Robin, feeling 
quite a hero, and decidedly clever asr he related the 
whole story. 

“I think things are getting a bit too exciting!” 
said Betty. “And oh, Robin-r-whut do you think? 
I’ve .left my dear little silver watch on the house- 
boat! I put it under my pillow last night and forgot 
to put it on my wrist again this morning! I am 
so sad abbut it, because I’m sure that horrid man 
will take it if he finds it.” 

“He jolly well won’t,” said Robin. “I’ll go and 
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get it for you myself to-ifiorrow. Pm not afraid of 
that man. I can’t go to-day because we’ve got to go 
out in fhc car with Mummy. It’s a good thing she’s 
out now, or I couldn’t have telephoned to Mr. 
Barton. It was funny' t^Xhink of him and «thc 
Dragon looking* upstairs and downstairs* for cue, 
and me here all tlie time!” 

The children were sad to think of poor Kit being 
locked up. They 'did not dare to try and see hiifx 
again. They went out in the car with their mother, 
to have tea with friends about ten miles away, and 
when they canae back Robin wondered if he could 
slip away and go to the house-bout to fetch Betty’s 
watch for her. But he decided not to. 

“That man might* bc.on the watch to-day to see if 
we’cotrie back,” he said. “I’ll go to-morrow, after 
tea'.” 

So the next day, about five o’clock, he and the girls 
set off to walk to the riVer. ffe got into the boat and 
waved good-bye to them. They were*going to take 
Sandy for a nice rabbity walk. He was so thrilled. 
Robin rowed along, thinking of all that had been 
happening. He thought with dislike of Mr. Barton 
and of the horrid mkn at the lonely house. “The 
Dragon’s not so .bad,” he thought. “I’m seared of 
her, hut I don’t dfslike her. Now, < where’s that, 
house-boat? I should be getting near itl” 
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He saw the lonely house in the distance and 
glanced over his shoulder to see the house-boat. He 
couldn’t seem to see it. So he stopped rowing, and 
twisted himself right round. 

t\nd, to his cnoi nihjis ’astonishment, the boat 
wasn’t there. It simply — wasn’t — there! 

Robin sat in his little boat, staring at the empty 
space by the willow trees where the boat had always 
been. He wondered if he were dreaming. The house- 
boat had been there the day before. They had spent 
"the night on it. And now it was gone. It was simply 
extraordinary. Robin couldn’t make it out at all! 

“ Where has it gone?” he thought. “Can it have 
sunk? No- •-impossible!” 

All the same the boy rowed Over to the spot where 
the boat had been, and looked down into "the Jeep 
water there. But no house-boat was sunk below the 
ri,ver. Only little fishes darted abotit by the hundred. 
It was most mysterious. 

“Well, thi^beats everything!” said Robin to him- 
self. “It really does! Whatever has happened to our 
boat?” 

The boy made up his mind to find it. The men 
must have taken it somewhere. But why? And 
where? It was really very queer. Robin began to 
row farther up the river. 

Not very far up, a little backwater ran into the 
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river, so overgrown with drooping willow trees 
that it was quite difficult to see. But some of the 
branches of the willows were broken, and Robin’s, 
sharp eyes saw them. 

“They’ve taken the bop* up that hidden back- 
water!” he thoqght to himself, in excitement. “It’ll 
be up there. I’llfgo and find out.” 

The boy rowed under the weeping wiMow trees 
and came into the* little backwater. It was v<y~y 
pretty and very quiet. Plainly it ran alongside the 
grounds of the lonely house. The men must have 

taken the house-boat there for some reason. 

• | 

“To hide it from us, I suppose!” said Robin crossly. 
“ Well, they’ll jftst be wrong. I’ll find it.” 

And find itohd did! It was moored to the side, 
sojne.way up the backwater, under a very big droop- 
ing willow, that practically hid it. The branches 
drooped al^oyer. the dteks, and if Robfn had not been 
looking for the boatj, he might easily have pJSssed 
it by unseen, it was so well hidden! 

The boy sat silently for a moment, listening for 
voices or sounds that might warn him pf people 
.about. But he could hear nothing. So in a trice he 
was up on the deck»arfd into the little cabin where 
Betty had slept the night before. He slid Jiis hand 
under her pillow-*and felt the little silver watch. 
'‘Good!” he thought, putting it into his 'pocket. 
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“ Betty will be pleased. Now I’ll go back and tell the 
girls the news.” 

He slipped down into his boat and rowed back 
again, feeling puzzled and excited. Surely the men 
wouldn’t have taken all t^at trouble to hide the boat 
just £0 preyent the children from using it? And yet, 
what othe- reason could there b»? It wa» very 
extraordifiary. Robin wished Mr. Cunningham 
wr.s home so that he might ask nini a few questions. 

He got back and met the girls. When he told them 
his news they were most astonished. 

“•How clever of you to find the boat, ( Robin!” cried 
Betty. “And, oh, l am so glad to have my watch! 
I wish we cojuld tell Kit our news. I hate to think 
of him locked up like that!” 

“I’ll slip in to-night, about twelve o’clock,’.’ said 
Robin. “ Everyone next door will be asleep then. I’ll 
give Kit a fine surprise!” 

But it was Robin whd got the surprise, not Kit! 
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ROBIN MAKES A DISCO VF^Y 

That night Robin set his^alarm-clock for midnight, 
#nd ^ut it' under his pillow. It woke him up with 
.a jump. He was warifl and sleepy and comfortable 
and thdUght after all he would not get out of bed 
and go adventuring in th£ middle of t the night. But 
the sound of a car made him suddenly sit up* 

*73 
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The car stopped somewhere near. Robin jumped 
out of bed. The car was in the drive next door. 
Robin could see its lights. Funny that a yisitor 
should come at that time of the night! 

“ perhaps it’s Kit’s ttt(or ,.come back late from 
somewhere,” thought the boy. “Well — now I’m 
wide awake I’ll go next door after *all, I think. I’ll 
be jolly direful not to walk into the Dragon or Mr. 
Barton, though I’*' 

He got out of bed and slipped into shoits and 
jersey. He put on his rubber shoes and slid down 
thepear tree outside his window. He landed with 
a light thud, and, in the clear moonlight, ran down 
the garden to where the tunnel Was under the 
fencing. 

He was up by the garage in no time. The. ladder 
was still there! Good! Up he went,' and then into 
the ash tree, along the plank to the «ill and into the 
dark, quiet attic. He paused a>t the door. He could 
hear no sound at all. 

The landing was in darkness. All the doors were 
shut. The whole house seemed still. Robin wondered 
where the late visitor was — or could it have been Mr. 
Barton himself? Well, he must have gone to bed 
pretty quickly then! Robin made up his mind to 
make no noise at all, in case Mr. Barton began to 
wander about. 
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He crept down to theianding where Kit’s bedroom 
was. He tried Kit’s door. To his enoimous delight, 
it was not locked ! T. he boy opened it cautiously and 
stepped inside. 

The room looked* a -little different, sorgehow. 
Robin was a bit puzzlecl. The moonlight shone in at 
the window and showed everything quite clearly. 
And tfccn the boy saw how it was different! There 
were two beds fhere, instead of one! 

And in each bed somdone slept. Robin was cold 
with fear! Kit was in one bed — and golly! ‘the 
Dragon was in the other!, The moonlight showed up 
her face quite clearly. She was* fast asleep. 

“ I suppose they’ve decided to have, somedhe sleep 
with Kit in case he dpes another disappearing trick!” 
thought Robin. “Goodness me — I hope the Dragon 
doesn’t wake’. I daren’t wake Kit in case the Dragon 
hears mel” 

The boy tiptoed out of the room and shut the door 
very quietly. He hca\cd a sigh ofcclief as he stood 
there in the darkness , 

And then he heard something that *mad» him 
jump. It was a voice, coming up the stairs! It had 
an American drawl in it, and it was not Mr. Barton’s 
voice!* Robin, stood there, wondering whether he 
dated slip up the* stairs to the attic. He could not ( 
see who was coming, for a bend of the stairs hid the 
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two men. Then, with a sigh of relief, he heard 
them go into a little room on the half-landing 
below. 

“What a funny time for someone to come and talk 
to Mr. Barton!” thought* 1 Robin. “Oh, dear — I do 
hope Mr. Barton isn’t going to send Xit away, now 
he knows that I know his secret. That would be 
too bad.” 

The boy tiptoed down the stai'rs a little way, 
wondering if he could hear whether Kit was to be 
scfit away or not — and what he did hear sent a shock 
of horror down his back.' 

“You can have five thousand pounds as soon as 
the bo$r is in our hands,” said the American voice. 
“No more, and that’s Hat!” 

Robin could not move. What did this mean? 
Why should Mr. Barton have five thousand pounds? 
And was Kit the boy they spoke of? If so — that 
meant that Mr. Barton was' 1 a traitor! lie was 
bargaining with Kit’s enemies! Perhaps Kit’s 
wicked uncle was the man in .'■hat little room down 
there! 

“Come here to-morrow night and I’ll hand him 
over,” said Mr. Barton’s voice. ’“Bring the money 
with you* in cash. You can’t have him to-night. 
That woman insisted on sleeping with him. Have 
you got a safe place to put him in? There’s sure 
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be to a great uproar if Re disappears. I’ll have to 

tell the police and pretend all kinds of things.” 

“ We've got a fine place,” said the other man. “ No • 

one would ever look there. Have him ready as soon 

as it’s dark to-morrow. ‘Bring him in the car to* hat 

spot we arranged, and I’fl take him over from .you. 

If you*play your part well no one will ever know 

you had anything to do with it. I^’s up to* you.” 

“Where will yoli take him?” asked Mr. Barton.* 

“Never you mind!” was* the answer. “Now, I’m 

going. See you to-morrow. So long!” 

The door was opened and the two men came <?ut. 

Robin darted up the stairs a little way. He wished he 

could have Seen the other man. He fejt so cCrtain 

that it must b<? them^p who had questioned him in 

the icecream shop. The wicked uncle! Somehow 

he*mu9t have found out where Kit was, after all ! 

• • •• 

He heard* the men go downstairs. He heard the 

front dootopen and a* car door slam. He heard the 

roar of the engine being started up — and then the tar 

was gone! Mr. Ba. ton tame indoors and locked and 

bolted the door. Robin fled upstairs to the attic. »IIe 

slid down the tree and was back in his own garden 

in record time. He ’was trembling. Things were 

leally very seriops. He wondered what he had better 

do. ’ ‘ 

Somehow or other*he had to warn Kit. Tliat was 
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certain. Should he tell hfs mother? No — she would 
not believe such a tale, and might go straight to Mr. 
* Barton, and then he would be warned. Should they 
tell the Dragon! No! She might perhaps be a 
traitor, too. Robin couldn't tell if she was or not. 
Poor Kifcl It was awful to be in someone’s power 
like that, and be handed over to a wicked man. 

The boy went into the girls’ room and wpke them, 
lie poured out his tale in whimpers. They were 
horrified. Betty began to cry. “ Let’s tell Mummy,” 
She sobbed. “I don’t want Kit to be kidnapped. 
Let’s tell Mummy.” 

“No,” said Robin. “I’ve got a much better idea. 
We’ll kidnap Kit and hide him! We’ll keep him safe 
till we can think what’s best to do; We can’t plan 
things all in, a hurry.” 

“ But where can we hide him? Here, in the hou£e?” 

* ' 

said Lucy, astonished. “Your mother would soon 
find out.” 

“ Of course not here,” said Robin scornfully. “ I’ve 
got a much better place than, that. We’ll hide .him in 
the house-boat!” 

“In the house-boat!” echoed the girls. “Of course 
■—what a fine ideal” 

“Nobody would ever think of looking for him 
there,” said Robin. “We’d be the only people who 
would know. We could take him food each day.* 
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His enemies would never, never think of looking 
in a place they’ve never even heard of!” 

“That’s exactly what we will do!” said Lucy.. 
“Kit will be quite safe there. When shall we take 
him?” 

“ We must wajtch our tfiance and take him as soon 

• • 

as we can to-morrow,” said Robin. “ We must be as 
quick as^ we can. Mr. Bat ton is supposed to hand 
hun over in the«evfcning. What k horrid creatyre 
he is!” 

“I never did like the look of him,” said Lucy. 

“Nor did I,” said Betty. “O-o-o-oh ! — this is getting 
most terribly thrilling. I reel as if I must be in a 
dream.” 

“Well, you’d better go to sleep again now,” said 
Rqbin, getting off to bed. “ We’ll have some work to 
do to-rporrowf” 

They all. fqjil asleep* after a time, ifnd when fifey 
awoke in the morning they could hardly bclievethat 
it was all true! Robin climbed up tlje chestnut tree 
to see if Kit was by any chance on the lawn below. 
He was — but the Dragon and Mr. Barton were there 
fs well. 

Kit* glanced up 31 the top of the chestnut tree. 
He *was 'longing to get a glimpse of the children. 
Robin waggled’ a branch wildly, and Kit felt cer- 
tain the boy was there. He picked up a ball and 
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began to throw it idly. Robin slid down the tree 
again. 

“He’s seen me, I’m sure,” he said. “He picked up 
his ball — and I’m sure it was a signal to me to throw 
him pver a message. I’ll wrfce one now. You girls 
find the old split ball.” 

Soon the message was crammed inside the bill, and 
Robin threw it over into the next-door garden. Kit 
wae on the watch for it. Neither tht Dragon nor Mr. 
Barton noticed the second ball dropping on the lawn. 
They merely thought it was one that Kit was playing 
with. The boy picked it up and went behind the 
summer-house. He read the short message: 

“Kitl You are in great danger. Go to the 
tunnel as soon as you can. We shall be there.” 

Kit put the note into his pocket. He threw his ball 
high into the air, and it fell 'with a crash into the 
bushes beyond. * Kit made as if he would go to get it. 

“You’re not to go out of sight, Kit,” said ^lr. 
Barton sharply. 

“I’m only just going to get my ball, sir,” said Kit. 
meekly, and went into the bushes. He ran rapidly 
down the garden as soon as he was out of sight and 
came to the tunnel. The others 1 were there, on the 
other side. In a few words Robin told the surprised 
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boy all about the happenings of the night before, 
and how he had found out that Mr. Barton was a 
traiton ready to hand Kit over to the kidnappers, 
that night. 

“We’re going to hide you on the house-boat,” 
whispered Robin. “Can* you come now, # this very 
minute? Oh, blow — there’s Mr. Barton yelling for 
you. He’ll be along in half a tick. Estape into 
our garden the ver/ first chance you have, and go 
down to our boat by the river. We’ll come there 
with food as soon as ever we can.” 

Kit’s eyes nearly fell out^of his head as he hoard 
all that Robin had to tell him. Ile^ went back to meet 
the angry Mr. Barton, planning how to cscape«down 
to the boat the vfery first minute he could. 

“What a blessing we’ve got such a good hiding- 
place fipr me,”' he thought. “No one in the world 
would evei; tljink of Hunting for me *there!” 



CHAPTER NINETEEN 


JOT TRIES TO ESCAPE 

KiT^HADcto go back to Mr. Barton, who was very 
angry indeed with him for going out of sight. 

“ Didn’t I forbid you to go out of my sight?” he, 
shouted, and actually gave the boy a cuff, a thing 
he had never done before. The Dragon spoke up at 
once, much to Kit’s surprise. 
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“Don’t hit Kit! You*know you’ve no right to do 
that!” 

“Hold your tongue,” growled Mr. Barton. “This 
boy has to learn to do what he is told. How can we 
keep him in hiding and look after him if Ue dis- 
appear whenever he w*uits to?” 

“I “don’t think you ought to hit him,” said the 
Drago#, in an qhstinate tone. “ T^ie boy doesn’t have 
a very good tim2. Let him alone.” 

Kit felt grateful to tile Dragon foi sticking up 
for him He went to her and picked up her knitthig 
wool, which Jiad fallen to* the giound. 

“Thank you, Diagon!” he said in a low \oite. 
Miss Taylor looked a little less fierce, and Her eyes 
gave the boy'k kindly glance. Mr. Bat ton sat down 
agahf in his chair, muttci ing something. 

* “ Don’t anger him,” said the Dragon. “ He’s in a 
funny mood to-day.” 

Kit sat quietly beside tde Dragon, pretending to 
read a book. He worried about wh.it Robin had told 
him. lie simply MU$T escape as soon as he could. 
He had plenty of. courage, but the thought of being 
kidnapped and held prisoner in some unpleasant 
place once again filled him with horror. He wished 
he had a father and mother as most children had. 
Hi# mother had died when he was .a baby, and' his 
father had been missing ever since his aeroplane had 
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crashed and burnt out. lie had nobody but his 
wicked uncle and a great-aunt who had put him in 
charge of the Dragon and Mr. Barton. 

“All I’ve got to do is to run down the garden and 
escape under the fencing,” hte kept telling himself. 
“I wish if didn’t take so long scrabbling through 
that turned. Mr. Barton would discover me long 
before I could get through. How and wliei? shall I 
escape?” 

Kit tried two or three times to give Mr. Barton 
tKe slip that day. When he went to wash his hands 
for dinner, he turned into the kitchen instead of 
into the wash-place, hoping to be able to slip out 
through the scullery door before anyone noticed 
him. 

But Mr. Barton had followed him into the kitchen 1 
He ordered him out at once. 

“■yvhat are you doing here? I sent yon to wash 
your hands, not bother the cook! Go at once and do 
what you are tcftd !” 

Kit meekly washed his hands and took his place at 
the ftical. He wondered if he could get permission 
to go up to his attic play-room after dinner — then 
he might escape down the tree. So he asked Mr. 
Barton. ' 

“ May I set out my railway this afternoon in the 
attic?” he asked. 
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“No — you are going to study with me out in the 
summer-house,” said his tutor, who was quite 
determined not to let Kit out of his sight once that 
day. 

So poor Kit had to sit in the summer-hoyse 
and learn some ‘Latin ufttil tea-time. Then Mr. 
Barton took him firmly by the arm and led him 
indoors. 

It was the same "after tea. Mr. Barton kept Ki* 
close beside him, and the hoy began to despair. 

“ Could I take a run round the garden, sir?” he asked* 
at last. 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Barton, and Kit .got up joyfully. 
Now was his chance. But his heart sank as “Mr. 
Bar ton rose, too. 

“ I .will come with you,” he said. And bp went with 
Kit 'all the way round the grounds. Kit did not go 
near the passage -under the fencing! He was not 
going to giye Mr. Barton the'chance of discovering 
that\ 

“I don’t think you nefd sleep in Kit’s room to- 
night, Miss Taylor,” Mr. Beyton said to the Dragon 
ausupper-tiriie. “That room is really too small for 
two people.” 

“I think* I would rather sleep with him,” said the 
Dragoft. 

“I have had your bed taken out of Kit’s rohm,” 
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said Mr. Barton. “I will see him into bed myself 
and then lock the door. He will be quite safe.” % 
The Dragon said no more, but she was angry. She 
had never liked the surly Mr. Barton, and now she 
liked him even less. Kit lboked and felt miserable. 
How in the world could he escape if Mr. Barton did 
things, like that? If he was locked into his room 
he could not possible get out. .There was a sheer 
‘drop to the ground from his bedroom window. He 
would break his neck if he tried to escape that way. 
“ Mr. Barton wants to make sure I’m under lock 

< 

and key when darkness comes, so that he can hand 
me over,” thought the boy desperately. v Whatever 
am*"! to do*?” 

There really did seem nothing lie could do at all, 
as long as his tutor kept him under his ej?c. It was 
.no good running off. Mr. Barton was on 'the watch 
fpr any tricks. The boy sat down with a book, trying 
to plan something. 

“ You had' better go to bed early to-night, Kit,” 
said Mr. Barton, in smooth toiles. “ You look tired. 
Come along upstairs now.” 

“I’m not tired,” said Kijt indignantly. “It’s only 
a quarter to eight 1” 

But he had to go. Mr. Barton took hold of his arm 
and held it firmly. Kit found himself in his bedroom 
and had to undress. 
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* Get into bed,” ordered Mr. Barton, and into bed 
poor Kit got. Then Mr. Barton said good night and 
Vent qjut of the room. He locked the door behind 
him — and took the key out of the lock. Now, even 
the Dragon could not gp in. 

Kit got up and dressed. He put his pyjamas on 
over his clothes, in case Mr. Barton suddenly came 
back. He knew now that his only chance of escape 
was to slip quickly ( out of the door tfrhen Mr. Bartqn 
opened it later on to get him out. 

“And I bet he’ll say that somebody is after m^ 
and I’ve got to go away with him and hidel” 
thought the boy. “ That would be his way of getting 
me to my wicked uncle! Well — I’ll make a bolt out 
of the door $oon ever it’s opened! I’ll take the 
bulb Qut of the electric light so that when Mr. 
Barton turns on the switch — it won’t* light! That 
will give me a cl\ance to escape.” 

lie took the bulb outf’of the lamp. Then he setried 
down on a cha’ir behind the door, waiting for Mr. 
Barton. 

About nine o’clock ne heard him coming and 
stood up, his heart beating fast. Now— he must 
take hh> chance, for he*wouldn’t have afiother! 

Mr. Barton put the key in the door and unlocked 
it. He opened th*e door and put his hand in to tuvn 
<5n the switch for the Jight. Click! went the switch. 
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but there was no light! The room remained in 
darkness. 

Mr. Barton gave a vexed hiss and went into the' 
room to turn on the lamp beside Kit’s bed. Kit took 
his^hancel In a trice he was round the door and up 
the t stair$ to the attic! 

Mr. Barton heard him and saw him go round the 
door, for he had left on the light in the passage 
outside. lie gave a shout and wus after the boy at 
once! 

Kit knew it would be no good to try and escape 
oUt of the attic windojv with Mr. Jterton so close 
behind him. He. wouldn’t have time even to slide 
across the plank to the tree. He must try and hide 
somewhere for a few minutes and* tfom, when.he saw 
his chance, fye could try the attic window. So, quick 
as lightning, the boy stood on a chair .beside a 
cupboard, and then, with a deft leap, he was on the 
top of the cupboard. He' lay down flat, very 
cautiously. It was a big cupboard and, tall*. 

Mr. Barton rushed on m the landing and, qp the 
attic stairs. He passed by the cupboard and went 
straight into Kit’s playroom. No one Was there I , 

The man was in a real fury.' “ Kit, I shall @.xe you 
a good hiding for behaving like this! What dd you 
think you are doing? These silly ways you have of 
hiding have got to stop! Come out at once l” 
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Kit lay on top of the* cupboard and made no 
sound at all. Mr. Barton went on and on talking; 
trying $o get Kit to come, and his voice became more 
and more angry. 

Then Kit heard a car 0 driving up outside, and he 
guessed it was his* wicked ancle, come to find out why 
Mr. Barton hadn’t handed him over at the time and 
place arranged. Ilis heart began to beat so fast that 
he was afraid Mr. -Barton would he5r it! 

Mr. Barton heard the car, too. lie did not dare to 
go down and answer the door, because he was afraid 
that Kit would give him the slip if he did. So he 
called down to the Dragon. 

“Miss Taylor,'bpen the door and bring my visitor 
up here, please J” 

In a minute or two the visitor came upstairs. 
“ What’s up?” he asked in a low tone. * Where’s the 
kid?” 

“I was j[ust going to bring him along when*he 
dashed out of his bedroom and upstairs here some- 
where,” said Mr. Barton in an angry voice. “Wait 
till I catch him! I’ll box his ears and give him (he 
best hiding he’s ever had in his life!” 

Kit lay still on thp top of the cupboafd. He felt 
certain he would be discovered sooner or latet^ Then 
an idea came to him. He had his ball in his pocket. 
.SUppose he took it and threw it hard into tho box- 
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room opposite him! It would make a noise there, 
and the men would be sure to think it was he, Kit, 
theret They might rush into the box-room — and 
then maybe Kit could slip down from the cupboard, 
run to his playroom and escape! 

The boy did *not wait another moment. Ho took 
out his ball quietly, and then, with a violent jerk of 
his arn\ threw it with all his m^ght into the little 
box-room opposite the cupboard. It made a great 
noise there, bouncing anti rolling about, and the 
two men at once thought that the boy was in the 
box-room. They rushed into the room, switched on 
the light and shut the door so that the boy could not 
run out of it if he was there! 

This was just what.Kit wanted! He slipped down 
fr»nr the cupboard and ran to the play-room. He 
shut the door and turned the key in the lock! Now, 
those two oion would^have a job getting in, and^give 
him a chance. to escape! 

The men saw at a glance that the box-room hid no 
boyj and when they heard the sound of Kit going to 
the attic-room th»*y rushed over to it— just in time 
•to see the door close and to hear the key^turned! 

• They hammered* on the door. “You bad boy!” 
yelled Mr Bartpn. “ Open this door at oncel” 

Kft ran to the* window. Mr. Barton put *his 
shoulder to the door and heaved hard. The lock 
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began to splinter, for it ‘was not strong! In a 
moment the door would be broken in! Kit slid 
•across the plank, trembling. 

“I may do it!” he said to himself. “I may do itl 
Coma on, Kit — don’t you be 'caught!” 




« CHAPTER TWENTY 

AN LXCiriNG NIGHT 

Tnr. door of the play-room fell in with a crash, for 
both, men had thrown,, their weight and strength 
against it. Kit hcapd the cjash as he slithescd down 
the ash tree*. He was so excited that he^almost lost 
his hold and fell, but’ just managed to save himself 
in time. 

Mr. Barton had rtm to the window, and at once 
•saw the plank reaching across to the ash tr£e, for 
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the play-room light shone on it and showed it up 
clearly. 

■ “Look at that!” he cried. “This is how the boy 
has escaped from the house whenever he wanted to 
— apd how that boy next door came in! Let’s go 
downstairs quickly and catch him in the garden.” 

Both men tore down the stairs, but by this time 
Kit was on the, ground and speeding as fast as he 
cftuld down the garden to the passage under the 
fencing. The men saw his dark shadow and went 
after him. Mr. Barton had a torch and sent a beam 
of light to find Kit. 

The boy plunged into some thick undergrowth 
and Ihen made his way quietly to the place where 
the tunnel had been made. The men plunged about 
in the undergrowth, trying their best to find the boy. 

Kit lay on his tummy and began to slide beneath 
the fencing, down the curving passage “he children 
had made. He was almost through when the two 
men came up, panting, and Mr. Bar f on saw the 
curious passage by the light ol his torch. He was 
almost speechless with rage. 

“Look uf that!” he cried. “Those children next 
door must have done this This is how they’ve been 
getting in and out of the garden — ^nd that tiresome 
dog, too! Kit, how dare you behave like this? Come 
back at once!” 
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But Kit didn’t. He tore off into the darkness, 
leaving the two men standing there, helpless, for 
they v\cre both too big to wriggle down that tunnel! 
It was only big enough to take children on their 
tummies! 

Kit wondered, what tq do. Would it be any good 
going dowa to .the boat now it was dark? *The 
children would hardly be there. lie decided to go 
quietly to the hopseand see if thete was a lightjn 
Robin’s bedroom. 

There was! A shower of small stones brought 
Robin to the window at once. In a trice he was dawn 
the pear tre# and standing eagerly beside Kit. 

“I say, old tiring, we’d almost given you up, and 
were wondering 'whether to tell Mummy or the 
police,* ;>bout you,” said the boy “ We’ve got all the 
food into the boat. Come along to it* now and I’ll 
row you to the housc-'bodt. You can tell me what*s 
happened when we’rJ in the boat. We musi» go 
whilst it’s da.’ft.” 

The two toys hurried down to the river. The boat 
was mere, waiting. In it was a hamper of food ,and 
drink for Kit. The boys got in and Robin took the 
oars. 

Ktft told him all that had happened, an<J Robin 
listened in' growing excitement. Kit had only just 
. Escaped in time! 
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“I think you’ve been jolly clever,” said Robin 
admiringly. “I really do. Throwing that ball to 
, make a noise in the boxroom was a simply mar-' 
vcllous idea. Golly, how angry those two men must 
have been when they saw you wriggling through 
our tunnel and couldn’t get, through it themselves!” 

Robin came to the little backwater and slid up it 
in the boat. He shone a torch towards the trees when 
he„had gone some way up, and Kit caught sight of a 
bit of the house-boat. 

, “I say — it’s jolly well hidden, isn’t it?” he said. 
“I bet no one will ever find me here!” 

They rowed to the Black Swan and climbed up on 
its dock. Then down into one of the little sleeping 
cabins they went. 

Someone had been there! Someone had prepared 
one of the bunks as a comfortable bed! SomeGne 
Had put food and water on the little chest pf drawers! 
Hot/ queer! 

“ I suppose qne of the men from the .house must 
have slept here yesterday,” said Robin puzzled. 
“Wpll, it’s a good thing he’s not here to-night! 
Shall I opop a window, Kit? It feels awfully hot ip 
here with the window closed'; ”• , 

“ I’ll open it,” said Kit, and tried to push open the 
little window. But it wouldn’t^open. Kit shone a 
torch on it outside and saw that it had been nailed < 
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in such a way that it could not be opened from the 
inside. 

“I don’t know what those men have been doing 
here,” he said. “They must like a fug if they nail up 
the windows, that’s all.1 can say!” 

“I’ll have to go no\jr, Kit,” said Robin. “But I 
hope you won’t* feel too lonely here. No one will 
come along to-night, that’s certain. Ahyway, if 
you hear anyone jilst slip off the’boat and hid^up 
in a willow tree. The branches come down low over 
the deck.” 

“Right!” said Kit. “Thanks for all you’ve done, 
Robin. Come again to-morrow^ and we’ll decide 
what to do. 1’rh out of Mr. Barton’s clutches for the 
time being, ayy\iay!” 

Robin slid down the side of the house-boat and got 
into his. own little boat. He called a low good-bye to 
Kit and revved away dbwn the cpiiet backwater tt> the 
river. Kit couldn’t hfclp feeling a bit lonely he 
heard the sound of oars getting faixjter and fainter 
in the distance. 

c 

He threw himself on the bunk fully dressed,. and 
.then saw that he still had his pyjamas jfn over his 
dothesrl “I’ll be too, heft!” thought the Boy, and took 
thefn off. Then he lay down again, feeling tired out 
with excitement. If is eyeS shut — and, very soon Kit 
was fast asleep. The house-boat rocked *gently 
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every now and again. The' water gurgled round it, 
and a little water-vole swam across, making tiny 
ripples behind him. A moor-hen said “krektkrek” 
once or twice, but Kit did not hear him. 

Robin rowed back quickly longing to tell Betty 
and Lucy what had happened. He tied up the boat 
and made his way across the fields; letting himself 
in at the gate at the bottom of the garden. ( 

Suddenly he heard sounds nearby! He flattened 
himself against a tree and listened breathlessly. He 
saw the light of torches being flashed around, and 
he guessed that Mr. Barton and the wicked uncle had 
found their way into the garden and were searching 
for Kit, thinking he might be hiding'there. 

The boy grinned to himself. Kit was far away in 
a safe place now! He, Robin, had managed to defeat 
the two men. They couldn’t get Kit 'now, that was 
certain. 

Hfc stayed behind the tree,’ listening to the low 
voices of the men and watching the flashing of the 
torches. He wondered what the men would do when 
they didn’t find Kit. Well — they wouldn’t get a word 
out of th&ctwo girls or Robin! Robin began to 
wonder wha't Kit himself o tight to do. It rather 
looked as if Mummy had better be told a few things 
so6n. He decided to tell her in the morning. 

Suddenly, as Robin stood behind the tree, he felt. • 
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something cold pressed against his bare leg, and he 
jumped violently. Then he gave a sigh of relief! It 
was dnly Sandy putting his nose against Robin’s? 
calf. lie had come to find the boy, and had actually 
not barked or growled* at the two men. Sandy was 
a most remarkable dog the way he knew when to 
keep quiet! 

Robiivdecidcd it was time to get J>ack to the house. 
He felt tired, andfit really seemed as if the two men 
meant to spend the whole night hunting in the 
garden! So he cautiously made his way toward^ a 
little path a gsod way off from where the men were 
searching. ’ But Sandy did not move so cautiously, 
and made a noise in the undergrowth! 

At -once the men* called to one another. “What’s 
that?” is that the boy? Over there, quick!” 

“Robin slipped behind another tr^e. Sandy dis- 
covered a Tabbit-hole ,;md put his nose down iL As 
Robin did not seem to mind the men, he did not mind 
them either. Sandy smelt rabbit s® strongly that 
he began to get \ery excited. He scrabbled at the 
hole with his front paws and sent a whole Idt of 
’earth flying into the air. It fell to the ground and 
ma^e a noise. 

The meq darted over to the sound at once? and got 
a shower of small stones and earth «U over them. 
Robin chuckled quietly. Good old Sandy I Tlie boy 
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slipped away as the men came near, and ran quietly 
down the path to the house. He could Escape nicely 
whilst the men were bothering themselves 0 with 
Sandy! 

“Why, it’s only a dog!” said Mr. Barton in disgust, 
as his torch showed up Sandy’s back 'legs. His front 
ones were in the hole, with his head. “That tiresome 
dog again! lie’s .always appearing. Come. on — we 
cai/t find that boy now. He’s ^one into hiding 
somewhere — but he worl’t feel quite so cheerful 
in* the morning, after a night in the open, and no 
breakfast to look forward to! He’ll probably come 
creeping back to 'the house, and we’ll get him 
then. ' I’ll pay him out for leading us a dance like 
this!” 

“And so will I,” said the other man grimly. ‘They 
Went quietly out ol the garden by the back way and 
into the gates of their own h^use. Robin heard the 
front door slam as he leaned out of his window to 
see whether thenmen were still anywhere about. 

The girls came creeping .into his room. They 
hadif’t been able to sleep because, they had been so 
worried ab*but Kit. Robin grinned at them. 

“It’s all right,” he said. “Kn had a frightfully* 
narrow Escape — but he’s safe on the houseboat now. 
wfien I came up the garden I nearly ran into Mr.. 
Barton and the wicked uncle hunting all over the 



201 


AN EXCITING N I <J H T 

place for Kit! Sandy scrabbled earth over them from 
a rabbit-hole." 

“Oh? Robin — what’s happened?” said Lucy. 

Robin told them Kit’s exciting tale. They listened 
with wide eyes. It sounded like a story from a hpok. 

“We’ll wait till to-mewrow before we do anything 
more,” 1 said Robfti, yawning. “I’m going to sleep. 
Good night!” 

And what a to-db there was in the morning. 




CHAPTER 'TWENTY-ONE 

A VERY STRANGE THING 

The NEXT'lnoming the Dragon was astonished not 
to see Kit at breakfast. She ate her porridge and said* 
nothing" for a few minutes, expecting Kit to come. 
Then she spoke to Mr. Barton, who was reading tha 

newspaper, looking surly and Astern. 
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“Why isn’t Kit down?* she asked. 

“He’s having breakfast in bed,” said Mr. Barton. 
This ^yas an untruth, of course. Kit was far away on, 
the house-boat! 

“Why? Is he ill?” asl^ed the Dragon. 

“No,” said Mr. Barto # n. 

“I shall go up and see him,” said the Dragon, and 
she rose. 

“Sit down,” sa’d *Mr. Barton, Beginning to Ipse 
his temper again. “ I’m in.charge of this boy.” 

“I am, too,” said the Dragon, and she began to 
look very fierce. 

“You’re only supposed to’ see tohis clothes, food, 
and health,” saitl Mr. Barton. “If you interfere with 
me, I shall have you discharged.” 

The .Dragon rose from the table, and, before 
Mr. Barton could stop her, she was out of the door 
and up the stains. Shfi came to Kit’s* door. It ‘was 
shut — and locked! Tlie key had been taken a Way. 
The Dragon frowned. She did noj like all this 
locking up. 

She knocked at the door. “ Kit ! Have you got your 
Jjreakfast? Are you all right?” 

There was no answer, which was not surprising 
considering that the room was empty. The ^Dragon 
knocked again. * A4 there was still no answer, she 
• fooked worried. 
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“Kit I Are you there? Answer me!” 

But there was no reply at all. The Dragon went 
.downstairs and faced Mr. Barton. 

“I don’t believe Kit is there! There isn’t any reply 
when I knock at the door. 1 demand that you open 
that Soor^Mr. Barton ! If yoji don’t, J shall go to the 
police.” 

Mr. Bafton was feeling worried himself, but about 
hi^fivc thousand pounds, not Ki*! If the boy did 
not turn up he would lose his money — and it really 
seemed as if the boy had escaped. Though why he 
should run away Mr. Barton could not think. He 
did not know that Kit had been warned against 
him. <- 

The Dragon rapped angrily oil the ‘iable. “Mr. 
Barton! Do you hear me? Unless you open Kit’s 
door at once, I shall ring up the police!” 

There was nothing for it but to open the door. 
The Dragon would certainly do whajt she said, and 
then Mr. Barton might get into trouble. He would 
open the door — and then pretend to be most aston- 
ished that Kit was not there. He would try to 
persuade the Dragon that Kit was off on another, 
of his pranks and would soon back. 

So he,got up from the table, took the bedroom key 
from his pocket and went upstairs with the Dragon. 
“He is probably feeling in a sulky mood and won’t • 
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answer you,” he said hs he fitted the key in the 
door. He opened the door — and the Dragon gave a 
cry. 

. “He’s not here! His bed is empty! What has 
happened to Kit? Mr. JSarton, do you know anything 
about this?” 

Mr? Barton was doing his very best to seem as 
astonished as the Dragon. He opened hi? eyes wide 
and looked all rpuftd the room in surprise, as he 
expected Kit to be hiding behind the door or a 
chest of drawers. 

“ Now whei e can he be?” he said. 

“Mr. Barton, has Kit been kidnapped again?” 
cried the Dr«fgon, looking rather white. »“How 
could he have disappeared out of this room, when 
the door was locked? He couldn’t possible have 
jumped out of that window. lie would have broken 
his neck!” 

“Ah — but someone might have come in at the 
window and taken Kit!” said Mr. .Barton. “Now 
don’t lct’j| worry^for a little while, Miss Taylor. 
The boy xnay possibly have slipped out of the room 
before I locked the door, and may be biding from 
us — you know how, full of silly pranks he is.” 

The Dragon stared at Mr. Barton, hardly be- 
lieving a Ivord he ife id. ““What was ajl that running 
about and shouting. I heard last night?” she asked 
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suddenly. “Just after I sent that visitor upstairs 
to you?” 

<■ “Running and shouting?” said Mr. Barton in an 
innocent voice. “I don’t know. You must have been 
mistaken. Now let’s go downstairs and finish our 
breakfast in peace. Probably <Kit will turn up before 
we have finished.” 

“Well— If he hasn’t, I ring up the police at once!” 
said the Dragon, and she sounded as if she was 
almost in tears! She was fond of Kit in spite of her 
fierceness. 

They sat down and finished breakfast. Mr. Barton 
felt furious with the Dragon for interfering, and he 
quickly made plans. If she wanted to ring up the 
police, he couldn’t stop her, that- was -eeftain. Well, 
he must pretend to be as upset and puzzled ?s the 
Dragon herself. No one could suspect him of kid- 
napping the boy. 

“The police will soofi find Kit, wherever he is 
hiding,” he thqught, “and then they will bring him 
back to me, of course. That will be my chance to 
hand him^over to his uncle straight away! So I shall 
get my five thousand pounds after all. Yfcs — I think, 
on the whole I shan’t do tod tfedly if I do hi Miss, 
Taylor ring up the police. She will certainly be’gin 
to‘ think there 1 is something qheer about my be-^ 
havioilr if I try to stop her.” 
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So when the Dragon went to the telephone and 
asked for the police, Mr. Barton said nothing to 
prevent her. He spoke to the police himself, too, 
• and told them how Kit had twice been kidnapped 
before in America. 

“But thjs time I am sure the boy lias not been 
kidnapped/ said Mr. Bai ton in his smoothest tones. 
“I feel, certain he has run a way, ^ as a boyish prank. 
Naturally it annoyed him to have to be ke$>t in 
hiding almost like a prisoner. If you could find him 
for us it would be a gieat relief.” 

A police Inspector w.ys round at the hodse in 
about Jialf an hour, questioning .the Dragon and Mr. 
Barton. He seemed to agree with Mr. Barton that 
Kit had onlj run away for a prank. 

.“Bays will be boys!” said the Inspector. “Leave 
it to me. We'll let you know as soon as we hear of 

9 • • • 

any stra^bay in the district. Anyway, he’ll probably 
come back of his own accord as soon as he feels 
hungry.” 

“Quite likely,” agreed Mr. Barton. The tutor 
wished he could get hold of Robin and question him 
about Kif. He felt sure that the children next door 
had Tffad much more to do with Kif than he had 
known. That .tunnel under the fencing must have 
beefi used very oftin by one or othehof thenr. 

When the police Inspector had gone, the telephone 
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rang. Mr. Barton went to answer it. He heard the 
cautious voice of Kit’s uncle speaking. ‘ 

• “Any news?” 

“None,” said Mr. Barton, “except that Miss 1 
Taylor got the police here. Bat if they find the boy 
they’re going to.hand him over to me — and you can 
come and get him at once.” 

“No,” said the, voice. “I’m not risking being 
caught through coming over to your house. I’ll 
show you the hiding-place I’ve prepared for him, 
anti you tan take him there yourself. Meet me the 
other side of Faldham in .half an hour ” 

“Where’s this wonderful hiding-place?” asked Mr. 
Barton* i mpati en tl y . “ You’re always talking about 
it.” 

There was a pause. “It’s a house-boat!” was the 
reply. “You know we took that lonely house on th’e 
river? Well, we found there v'as a house- boat that 
went with the property. Some children were 
playing in it, bat we turned them off. We towed 
it up into a little backwater near the house, and hid 
it under some willows. We’ve got it all ready for 
the boy. Nobody in the world would guess he was 
there. We’ve nailed up the windows and have got 
a padlock for the door, so that he can’t possibly 
get away.” 

Mr. barton gave a long whistle. “ A very — good — 
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place,” he said. “All right — I’ll meet you outside 
, Faldham in half an hour and you can show me the 
place. ‘Then, when I get the boy again. I’ll take him* 
Straight to the boat so that he won’t be seen going to 
your house. I can tako him there by going up the 
river, can’t I,?” 

“That’s lire idfca,” said Kit’s uncle. “If you take 
him at night, no one will sec you.^ We’ll look after 
him then!” 

“And what about my money?” said Mr. Barton. 

“You don’t get a penny unless the boy is delivered 
to us,” was the answer. “As soon as that boy is* on 
board the bdat, you will have your reward.” 

Mr. Barton put down the telephone receiver and 
went to get the car out. He would see exactly where 
this, wonderful hiding-place was — and then take 
Kic there just as soon as ever he could lay hands on 
him again! 

And Kit was there all th<? time! He was actually 
hiding himself in the very hi(ling»place that the 
kidnappers had thnmselves got ready for him — but 
he didn’t know it. And they in turn didn’t know 
<hat Kit was there! This was surely one of the 
etrangest things that* could possibly happen! 

Now Kir. Barton was on 'the way to see this 
hiding-place — and Ait was there. Lbok out, Kit— 
you’re in danger again! 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

A NARkOW ESCAPE . 

Now that morning Robin decided to go and talk 
things oyer with Kit before hp told his mother 
anything about all the exciting happenings of the 
day before. ‘So the boy took'hfs boat and rdwed off 
down the river. He passed the little island, went 
by the lonely ‘house, and then' slid up the hidden 
backwater. He came ‘ to the house-boat and' 
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cautiously tied tas boat*on the farther side of it, 
under a bush»so that it could not be seen. 

Than he clambered on to the bank and went to the, 
weeping willows that hid the big house-boat. He 
stood there for a moment listening. He could hear 
nothing. He stepped on, to the deck of the house-boat 
and m'ade his way to the cabin where Kit was to 
sleep th^ night before. 

Kit was there, »rc&ding a book. * He did not hear 
Robin, for the boy was ^o quiet, and he jumped 
violently when he heaid his voice. 

“Kit! Is everything all right?” 

“Golly! ¥ou made me jump almost out of my 
skin!” cri^d Kit*. “I say — it’s good to sec you!* I had 
a ve-'y godc? i?igl!t -slept like a top and I couldn’t 
think here in the world I was when I woke up this 
morning!” 

Robin gyinped. “You didn’t wori*y much ctbodt" 
enemies, then,” he saitl. “I «nd the two girls hardly 
slept a wink for worrying about you. Listen Kit — I 
want to discuss with you what you think is the best 
thing to do now. Shall we tell our mother? I have 
a feeling she just might not believe us, and if Mr. 
Barton is very clever* and tells her a whole lot of fibs, 
it Will bb awfully difficult for us to stop ypu being 
handed over to hin>* again’.” 

“Yes,” said Kit thoughtfully. “Perhaps it -would 
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be best to wait a bit. But, ‘Robin, I really do believe 
you’d be safe to tell the Dragon. I think she’s fond 
,of me, and I know she hates Mr. Barton. Couldn’t 
you just go to see her and find out if she’s upset about 
me disappearing? If she is, .then tell her what you 
know, and then, if ever I’m paptured by Mr. Barton 
again, she won’t let him have charge of me." 1 

“ She’s 'such a fierce person,” said Robin, not at all 
likjng the idea of talking to thd Dragon by himself. 

“She looks as fierce as twenty dragons, I know,” 
agreed Kit. “But she’s not really. How I wish I 
knew for certain whether she is my friend or my 
enemy. I don’t see how we are to knowP 

But> they did know — and in a very short time, too! 

There suddenly caine the sound of yoft.es from the 
bank, and the two boys in the sleeping cabin sat up 
straight in alarm. Who was coming? It was Mr. 
Barton and th‘e wicked uncle,' of course! The uncle 
was' showing Mr. Barton the hiding-place he had 
prepared for Kit when he had been kidnapped. 
Little did they know that the boy was already there! 

“It’s somebody coming!” whispered Robin. 

“Get into the little hanging eupboasxl, quick!”, 
said Kit. “ Look — behind that •curtain therer where, 
people hang their coats. I’ll hide behind the one in 
the next cabin.’l 

There was a door between the two sleeping cabins, 
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and Kit was soon in the next one, hiding behind the 
curtain. He» heard the footsteps of the men as they 
came, on board the house-boat. 

They stood on the deck, talking. Kit peeped out 
from behind the curtain and caught a glimpse of 
them through, the najled-up windows. , Ills # heart 
went cold and his knees began to shake. 

One of the men was Mr. Barton, but the*other was 
his wicked uncle'. Kit was as sure* of it as he c^uld 
be. He had never seen his uncle, but there was a 
distinct family resemblance in that cruel face, with 
its cold blue eyes and thin-Hppcd mouth. The voice 
had an American drawl in it. 

“ Well, Mr. *Barton, what do you yhink «of the 
hiding-plact we’Ve got for my nephew?” said the 
American voice. “ Right awa) from anywhere, isn’t 
it”’ 

“Yes — ij’s a good fijace,” said Mr. *Barton. “’IIoV 
do I get to it from the rivei«? Let’s sec — I could ^et a 
boat where the river bends round, ijot far from the 
bottom of our garden — row straight up — and then 
look out for this backwater.” 

“ You’ll know where the backwater is because it’s 
not fai* past the hquse,” said Kit’s unde. “It’s the 
only house on the banks for miles, so you can’t 
mistake it. Look-i-come down into the cabins—- 
you’ll see the boy will be quite comfortable — if a 
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little lonely! We’ve had thd windows nailed up and 

I’ve got a padlock for the door, as I told you. He 
can’t possibly escape once wc get him here.” 

To the horror of the two hidden boys the men 
walked into the little sleeping cabins. Kit tried to 
think' whether he had left any of his belongings 
about. The hamper of food was in the kitchen under 
the table. They might not see that. But he had left 
out his book — and he thought his .pyjamas must be 
over the chair, where he had thrown them the night 
before. 

The men looked round the cabins. They had no 
idea at all that the boy they were hunting for was 
within. two feet of them, behind a curtain cither of 
them could have touched at that very nwment! 

Kit and Robin were trembling from head to foot. 
For the first time they knew that the very hiding- 
place they had Chosen for Kit was the same one that 
the enemy had also prepared for the boy. Now they 
knew why the windows had been nailed up! Now 
they knew why the sleeping cabin had been pre- 
pared, and why food and drink had been set ready 
on the chest. It was all for Kit — Kit who should 
have been handed over to the enemy the nighthefore, 
and brought to the boat as a prisoner! 

And by a very strange chance, 'Kit had chosen the 
same hiding-place for himself, ..under the very nose 
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of the enemy. Could anything be queerer — or more 
frightening? 

Bofli boys felt quite certain that at any moment? 
the curtains would be pulled aside and they would be 
discovered. Kit hoped desperately that he wouldn’t 
cough or snpc/£. He felt sure a snceee was coming. 

“I wish vfre knew where that wretchetj boy is,” 
said Mr# Barton pageily. “I had hjm all locked up, 
and was just going to get him, as you know, when he 
sprang out of the door pa<?t me. lie must be hiding 
in the country-side somewhere now. But the polite 
are looking for him, so he should soon be found.” 

This was news to the two boys.* 

“It’s a pity you couldn’t stop that interfering Miss 
Taylor from getting in the police,” said Kit’s uncle 
irritably. “I suppose we couldn’t buy her help, could 
wfi? Would she stop pothering about the boy % and^ 
go away and leave us arfree hand, if we gave her a few 
hundred pounds?” 

“No, I’m certain she wouldn’t,” said Mr. Barton 
at once. “She’s fend of the boy; goodness knows 
why. She has a funny way of showing it, for slfc’s a 
sulky kind*of woman — but I really don’t think you 
could ’jxissibly get her* on your side. She knew the 
boy’s father very wyll, and went to the bof at once 
wherf she heard of the aeroplane crash.” 

“Well — we can’t Cbunt‘on her help, then, said 



Kit’s uncle. “I’ll tell you what we’ll do — we’ll send 
her the ransom notes when we’ve got thd boy! We’ll 
say that we will set Kit free on payment of a large 
sum of money, and she shall be the go-between. If 
she hqnds over the money, which she can get from 
the boy’s great-aunt, whols in charge' of his fortune, 
we’ll hand over the boy ! I shan’t appear In this at all 
of course. I’ve plenty of go-betweens who can’t 
possibly be traced back to me. All fou'ie got to do is 
to keep your mouth shut, say nothing at all, take 
yotir money and quietly disappear, when we get 
hold*of the boy.” 

“I know that,” said Mr. Barton. “If only I could 
find that boy! I’d give him a good hiding before I 
handed him over to you, I can tcil you that!” 

“He’ll get one from me, too,” said Kit’® uncle 
in, a grim voice. “Causing us all this trouble! if 
only I could get hold of him this very minute!” 

He could have if he Had wanted to — merely by 
stretching out his left hand! The boys listened to 
every word, and Kit felt furious when he heard what 
a traitor Mr. Barton had *urned out to be. But he 
was glad to know that the Dragon was on his side, " 
and not on his uncle’s. That°w&s something to be * 
thankful ’for. 

“Well, come<on!” said Mr. Barton at last. A I’ve« 
.had enough of this stuffy cabin*. I can find my way 
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here all right, if I get hold of the boy. I’ll bring him 
.here, lock hirti up, and then go back and telephone 
to yotf. I’ll simply say that ‘ the parcel has arrived.’ 
You’ll know what I mean.” 

Kit’s uncle laughed. * Yes — I shall know,” he.said. 
“ Look, the padlbck is r her,e on the ja indow lodge. 
Come along ‘to ihe house now, and have a drink 
before yau go.” 

To the great relief of the two boys the men left f he 
house-boat and made their way back to the house. 
They had not noticed cither book 01 pyjamas after 
all! Kit darted out from tjie cabin and peered ’be- 
tween the willows to make sure they had gone 1 hen 
he went back to Robin. Both boys wej-e palcf, the 
whole affair had been far too exciting for them. 

“Well — to think that I came to the, very hiding- 
place prepared for me!” said Kit at last. 

“You’d better* stay f^cre,” said Robin. “After all, 
it’s the last place your uncle would expect to tind 
you! You have plenty of food. I’ll get right back 
now and tell the Dragon everything at once. Then 
she can go and tell my mother, and between them 
<hey’ll kno’Rr what to do. You keep safe here till I 
come anti tell you w»ha*t’s been decided.” 

“Righto!” said. Kit. “My word, when these men 
know *we were j list tinder their noses In these cabins, 
•won’t they be FURIOUS!”* 




CHAPTER TWENTY. TH, REE 

4 MARVELLOUS SURPRISE 

t 

Romn slipped into his .little fyoat and began to 
row down the backwater as quickly as he could*. 
He wanted to tell the growri-iips all the st6ry now* 
It seemed suddenly to have grown very serious. 
Before, it had 1 been rather fun 'and very exciting— * 
but since Robin had stbod trembling behind the* 
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curtain, within reach of’ two bad men, he hadn’t 
felt it was fun at all! 

“It’& getting horrid!” he thought as he rowed 
strongly back down the river. “We’ve got to do 
something now. I’ll gy in and see the Dragon as 
soon as I get back!” 

First of all he- went to tell Betty and Lucy the 
latest neys. They could hardly believe it!* 

“Oh, let’s tell Mtinimy, quick!* 1 said Betty. “I 
feel afraid.” 

“You’ve forgotten your mother’s out for the day,” 
said Lucy. “ We’d better go in and tell the Dragon. 

Come on, let’s do it now!” 

• • 

“Well — Mr. B'arton may be back,” said Robin* who 
didn’t at all likg tl* idea of running into that horrid 
man. f‘,I’ll go and see if his car’s in the drive first.” 

It was — so he was back already! This was a blow. 
Then Robin climbed ufi the chestnut tfte to see if the 
Dragon was on the lawn by herself. If so, they might 
perhaps squeeze through the tunnel and go and call 
to her. So up the tree he went, and came down 
beaming. 

“Yes — she's there knitting, and Mr. Barton isn’t 
anywherfe to be seen,* €ome on — we’ll get through 
the ttmnd.” 

So ‘down* the ganSen they went to the passage 
-under the fencing. But to* their anger and dismay 
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somebody had filled the ° whole thing in! They 
could no longer use that way in and out. They stood 
.there, red with rage. 

“Blow Mr. Barton!” said Robin angrily. “ He's 
done this, I’m sure! Well — @ow what are we to do? 
I really don't feel like going and knocking at the 
front door!” ' 

“ We’d r better watch until Mr. Barton goes out 
again — if he does go out,” said Eet*y gloomily. “ I’m 
not going into that houi£ whilst he’s there, /don’t 
want to be captured!” 

“•Well, we’ll take turns at watching the house 
next door to see if Mr. Barton does go out,” said 
Lucy.^ “ I’ll take first watch. If I hiddj' ust over there, 
in the hedge, I can easily spy anyone ‘going in or 
out.” 

“ Right,” said Robin. “ We’ll take iums of half an 
’ hour each. Then as soon as fye goes out we’ll pop in 
and 1 tell the Dragon everything.” 

So Lucy took the first watch. She saw the cook go 
out on her bicycle and return with some shopping. 
She* saw the chauffeur clean the car. She saw Sandy 
wander in at the front drive, look around for possible, 
rabbits and then go back again. She saw Tiger 
sitting pin the sun and washing herself. Sandy 
didn’t go near ‘Tiger now. He Had had a lessor, frorq 
her, and had, learnt it very well! 
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After half an hour Robin came to take his turn, 
and then Betty. After dinner they watched again, 
and got very tired of it. Tea-time came and still, 
Mr. Barton didn’t go out. The children began to 
despair. 

And then, about half-past six, Robin, wjio wjs on 
watch, saw, *jo his great delight, the figure of Mr. 
Barton going down the drive. He was going to the 
post, for he had a ktter in his hand.* Coodl Now yras 
the children’s chance! 

Robin gave a*low whistle, and the others canae 
running up, their eyes eagerly looking for Robin. 
Sandy was with them. 

“He’s gone fiut!” said Robin. “Come ons It’s 
the only clialvjc \?e’.ll have. We’ll take Sandy with 
us, because I shall feel a bit safer if we have a dog to 
guard us.” 

“Come on, Sandy, ' said Lucy, And the Tittle* 
terrier ran beside her, his taii wagging. 

The children walked up the drive to # the house next 
door. They knocked and rang the bell. The maid 
opened the door. 

“Can we speak to — to — Miss Dragon?” asked 
£obin,*\Jdio had forgotten for the moment what the 
Dragon’S* real name was. 

“No one* of that aame lives here,”*§aid the maid, 
and began to shut thealoor.* 
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“I know — it’s Miss Taylor I” said Robin. “She 
lives here, I know she does.” 

“Well,” said the maid, opening the door a bit 
,/idcr again, “I don’t think I ought to let you in, 
because I’ve been given orders not to — but I’ll fetch 
Miss, Taylor if you’ll wait here a minute.” 

“ Please be as quick as you can,” said Robin, who 
was afraul that Mr. Barton might come bajk at any 
mqment. 

The maid disappeared.. She was away for a long 
time, it seemed to the children. Then at last she 
appeared again, this time with Miss Taylor, who 
was frowning. 

“What do you want?” she asked.' 

“Miss Taylor, please can we. speak to you for a 
minute in private?” asked Robin. “We’ve got im- 
portant news for you.” 

The Dragort looked hard ^t Robin. “About Kit, 
do you mean?” she said. 

Robin nodded. Miss Taylor beckoned them to 
come inside. “ Mr. Barton will be back soon ? ” she 
said, “ You can tell him, too.” 

“No,” said Robin, “we can’t. He’s ir» the pay of, 
Kit’s wicked uncle!” 

“WHATI” said the Dragon in the greatest aston- 
ishment. “Ncvw what in the world do you know 
about wicked uncles and*Mr. Barton?” 
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“We know an awful lot,” said Robin. “ Please take 
us somcwhefe private. It’s very, very important.” 

“Do you know where Kit is?” said the Dragon in 
a lew tone. 

Robin nodded again. Miss Taylor led thejn all 
into a little robm ami slipt the doQr. Sandy .went 
in too and ran found, sniffing. 

“Now what is all this mystery?” asked the Dragon, 
sitting down. “ Begin at the beginning and tell ijie.” 

So Robin began at the vgry beginning and told his 
story. The Dragon was good at listening and did not 
interrupt onof. Only w^en she learnt what a 
traitor M r - Barton was did she move. Then she got 
up and walked once round the room, hpr face*grim. 

Robin went son with his tale to the very end. When 
at Iasi he stopped, he saw, to his greal; surprise, that 
there were tears in the Dragon’s eyes! 

“Poor Kit!” she said. “Poor little toy!” 

The children stared at hei* astonished. Not one of 
them had ever dreamed for a moment that the fierce 
Dragon could shc<j tears! She got out her hand- 
kerchief and mopped her. eyes. 

“I think*you’re very clever, brave children!” she 
.said. *1 really do. ’ l*am glad you’ve tome to tell 
mef” 

Robin opened his mouth to saJi something— 
but at that very moment there came such a terrific , 
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hammering on the front-door knocker that 
everyone jumped. 

“Now who’s that?” said the Dragon, astonished. 
* What a noise to make!” 

Tlje children hoped it wouldn’t be Mr. Barton 
coming back! ,Thcy heard the maid ’almost running 
to the door. They heard the door opening. They 
heard a loud Aiperican voice say something — and 
then a frightened-looking maid came into the room 
and spoke to the Dragon. t 

‘“Miss Taylor, there’s a gentleman here who says 
he’s got to see Master Kit. I said he wasn’t here, but 
he won’t believe me.” 

i 

Fodtsteps .sounded down the polished hall, and a 
man came in at the door. He was the same man who 
had spoken to Robin in the ice-cream shop— ^ the one 
Robin had been rude to. He was looking worried 
and angry. 

The Dragon leapt up'from her seat. “Peter!” she 
said in a half-choked voice. “PETER! It can’t be 
you!” 

The man looked at her, and h»’s face creased into 
affectionate, smiling lines. “Why, Jane Taylor!” he* 
said. “So it’s you who had charge of Kit!” 

“Petcf! We thought you Vfere.dead!” said the 
Dragon, and sKe began to cry ajfain. “I feel I’fh in a 
dream. I don’t understand wffot’s happening!” 
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“Cheer up, Jane!” said the tall man with a laugh 
that sounded very much like Kit’s. “I’m not dead. 
I nevtr was! I wasn’t in that aeroplane that got 
burnt out. I’d had a crash somewhere else, flying 
with Roy, my friend. We were both takgn to 
hospital, badly* burnt frorjn. blazing, petrol, and no 
one knew \ftho \ve were. I was oft niy t head for 
months^* 

“Oh, Peter! ft this all really true?” said .the 
Dragon, smiling through;her tears. 

“ Quite true,” said the man. “ When I came to rfty 
senses again and remembesed who I was, I remem- 
bered I had k boy called Kit! And then I heard that 
that wicked fellow Paul had kidnappfjd him* twice 
for his monej*. So I lay low, meaning to get him if 
I could: I knew Kit had been shipped off to England 
in charge of two people my aunt said she trusted.^ 
Then I heard .Paul had gone to England, too — and 
I guessed why. He was after Kit again! So along I 
came to look for Paul — and to mako myself known 
to Kit once more.” » 

“Oh, dear — and we put you off properly,” *said 
Robin yvitfi a groan. “ We thought you were Kit’s 
wicked ‘uncle — but— but — you’re his father, aren’t 
you*” 

“I am!” said the' tall man. “And*I want to see 
Kit. Where is he?” 

B.N.D. 
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“Well, at the moment he’s not here,” said Robin. 
“He’s on a house-boat we know, in a backwater up 
the river. We hid him there when we knfiw his 
wicked uncle was after him.” 

It ?vas a pity that Robin spbke in such a loud voice, 
for at that moment Mr. Barton was walking in 
at the front door! He had let himself in with his 

t 

latch-key, and he, overheard what Robin said. 

He stopped still in amazement." Then, without a 
sound, he walked out of, the front door again and 
nude his way to the garage. So Kit was actually 
on that house-boat! Thpse children had hidden him 
in the very place that his enemies had planned. 
What' a bit of luck! 

“I’ll go right away to Paul and tell' him his parcel 
has arrived!” said Mr. Barton with a hard snrtle as he 
started up the car. “And we’ll both go and look at 
the parcel together! Ha, Master Kit, .you’re in for a 
littfe trouble now!” 

And so Mr* Barton drove off in the darkening 
night, not knowing that Kit’s .father had arrived, 
alivb and well, ready to .find his son and take him 
into safe keeping as soon as ever he could! 




CHAPTER TWENTY - FOUR 

KIT IIAS A WQNDERIUL IDEA 

O 

The children and Miss Taylor liad no idea that 
Mr. Barton had ‘overheard Robin’s words. .They 
went on (talking eagerly, telling Kit’s father the 
whole? story. He listened as if he could not believe 
his ears. 

‘‘Well,* I al ways.’ thought American children were 
pretty tough,” he said, t' but you beat everything, 
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you three! Tunnelling under the fence like that — 
and climbing up the tree to the attic— «. and taking 
rpy boy off to the house-boat! You’ve been pretty 
good fiiends to him. I’ll say you have!” 

“Don’t you think we ought to go and tell Kit 
you’ve arrived ?” t said Robin, going red with pleasure 
at so much praise. “ For one thing, ho oughtn’t to be 
on the hodse-boat longer than we can help, qow we 
know it’s the hiding-place his energies arranged for 
him. They might come and find him when he was 
asleep or something! And, for another thing, he’ll 
be wild with delight when he sees you again, Mr. 
Armstrong!” 

“I’ll just go and have a word with the police first,” 
said Mr. Armstrong in a very grim fcpfic. “I’ve a 
feeling that Mr. Barton, Paul and whatever Qtfier 
friends they’ve got will be better locked up in an 
English prison before they dp any more damage. 

1 I’ll g£t the police to surround the house they’ve got, 
and you shall take me by water to the house-boat. 
Then, if the men should try to escape, they’ll find all 
their .paths are blocked! The police will be on land 
—and I’ll be on the water!” 

Mr. Armstrong went off to the telephone. The 
Dragon bugged all the children hard, one oy one, 
muth to their surprise. She seemed suddenly much 
younger and didn’t look at all fierce. 
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“Things are coming right!” she said. “Dear old 
Kit — what a wonderful surprise he’ll get!” 

, “I wonder what he’s doirfg now,” said Robin. “I, 
say, wasn’t it a good thing Mr. Barton didn’t come 
back whilst all this was happening? He’s a long time 
going to’ the pillar-box to post his letter!” 

Mr. Bartoft had readied* Kit’s unde by then. He 
poured qpt to the surprised man what he had over- 
heard Robin saying* “The boy’s actually on your 
house-boat!” he said. “Tl\ose children you turned 
off must be the ones that five next door to us — aryl 
they made friends with Kit^ got to know his secret, 
and for some reason have hidden him on the house- 
boat!” 

“We’ll go*ajid see,” said Paul. “Wfiat a bit of 
luck^fpc us, if so! I suppose he couldn’t have been 
there when we went to visit the boat this morning? 
No — we didn’t^sge a si£n of him.” 

“ Cc me along quietly,” said Mr. Barton, setting off 
down the lawn to the river. “ Don’t say a word, or 
it will warn him we’re about. We’fl take him by 
surprise — and that boy will feel very sorry* for 
Jbimself in & little while! We can’t use the boat as 
ji hiding-place now,* unfortunately, because those 
children lenow all about it. But it shouldn’t be 
difficult to'find somewhere else.” 

The men went silently down the lawn towards the; 
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willow trees that hid the boat, kit did not hear 
them. He had felt bored that day, «and, having , 
finished his book, he was watching a few rabbits 
playing on the twilit lawn, peering at them between 
the weeping willows. 

So, although ( hc did not hear the two men coming, 
he suddenly caught sight of them? He took* a look 
at their faces, and his heart began to beat fast. Both 
men looked pleased and deternrified — as if they 
knew Kit was there! Could they possibly know? 
Kn took another look at their faces, and made up 
his mind he wasn’t going to hide on the house-boat. 
No! He didn’t feel that would be safe at all. Once 
these "men began to make a thorough search, he 
would easily be found! 

The boy wpnt to the other side of the boat, and 
slid quietly down the hull to the water. Hp entered 
It with hardly a splash. The hackwatejr was not deep, 
and*he could just tread on the bottom of the water. ■ 
If he kept perfectly still, no one could possibly know 
he was there. 

The men came up to thp boat as quietly as possible. 
They stood listening for a moment, and then parted, 
the willows for a peep. They Gould see nobody, of, 
course. 

1 c 

“He must bp down in the cabins,” whispered Mr* 
Bartofi. “That’s good. We can pounce on him and * 
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catch him easily there. You go that side. I’ll go 
this.” 

The two men went stealthily to the door 6f the 
cabins. No one moved. They stood outside the cabin 
door and spoke loudly. 

“Are you there, Kit?” 

No ansyver. 

“It’s no good pot answering,” said Mr.* Barton, 
beginning to lose his temper. ‘“We know you’re 
there. The boy next door told us!” 

'Still no answer. “ We’ll go in and get him,” said 
Paul impatiently. “Come on!” 

They both went in. There seemed to be no one in 
the cabins at all.. The men began to strip the bunks 
and search everywhere for the boy they felt sure was 
hiding. 

And then the Great Idea carpe to Kit! 

It was such a wonderful idea that cculd hardly 
climb up the side of the* boat, because he was trem- 
bling so muchfwith excitement. He swung himself 
silently on to the deck and, keeping himself, well 
out 'of sight, he crept reund to. the door that led 
to the cabins. He felt for the padlock and slipped 
it into pla^e. Then, with a cfuick moverfient, he 
swung the aoor shut, turned thq key in th 0 e lock, and 
locked the padlock, too, so that the door was fast* 
shut and doubly locked. ' 
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The men heard the bang of the door. Mr. Barton 
leapt to opefl it, but the key turned before he could 
jerk ft open. Then he heard the padlock rattling 
against the door, too, as Kit let it go, after having 
locked it. 

“Who’s theref?” shouted. Mr. Barten, hammering 
on the door. *“ Let us out !” 

“It’s .<ie, Kit!” said Kit. “You # wanted to make 
me prisoner, dicffPt you? Well, how docs it feel? I 
hope you’ll find the cabin* big enough for you!” 

The men looked to see if they could smash the 
windows and get out — but, they were far too small 
for two gro tonynen to squeeze through. They really 
were prisoners! Mr. Barton completely lost his 
tempqr and Regan to bang on the door as if he were 
mad. 

“Shut up!” said Kit’s uncle to him. “You ate 
making too march noise. Let me talk to Kit.” 

But Kit was- not in a mobd to listen to anything 
that his uncle said to him. He sat out on the deck, 
his heart beating fcst, rejoicing because he had so 
neatly captured his* two enemies. Now, if only Rtabin 
would come and see him, how surprised he would 
bel^ 

“Ell wait till JRoljin comes,” thought' Kit. “He’s 
eure to come to-night. Then I’ll send him back* to 
telephone to the police. 'I’ll keep guard on Mr. 
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Barton and my uncle till the police come. Golly, 
what a row they are making! I hopfe they don’t 
break down the door!” 

It was a good thing the house-boat was so far front 
the house, or the other man a'nd the caretaker would 
most* certainly <have heard the shoutings and ham- 
merings <jf the two angry prisoners. Kit felt a little 
anxious as he remembered the strength of N the two 
men. They had broken in the dooi*of the play-room 
when they had been after, him. If they went on like 
this, they might be able to fiee themselves. Still, 
it was getting daik now, so he could easily escape 
in the darkness and hide somewhere. He wasn’t at all 
afraid— but he did badly want those men to be his 
prisoners till Robin came. It had 'been a wonderful 
idea to lock them in! 

Kit sat quietly on the*Jeclf, watching the night 
come on the water. He strained his ears to hear any 
boat coming. He did so long for Robin to arrive — 
maybe the Dragon might come too! Wouldn’t she 
laugh to sec the s'urly Mr. Barton locked up in the 
cabih with Kit’s wicked uncle! 

Kit suddenly pricked up his ears like a do£. He 
was svire h^' had heard the distant “ plash-plash” of- 
oars. It'was getting so dark now that Ki$ could not 
see very far. *fle strained his e^es, trying to make* 
out any boat coming up' the backwater. 
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Then suddenly he saw one, looming up out of the 
shadows. There seemed a lot of people in it — and 
there was a man, that was ‘certain. Kit sat tight and 
made no sound. He was not at all sure whether this 
boatful of people were his friends! Suppose they 
were strangers, come for an evening picnic? t They 
might hear*, the* shouting* and hammering that the 
two prisoners set up at intervals, and insist'on letting 
them out! Kit divided to sit quietly and say nothing 
at all, and hope that the boatload would go by, if 
it was made up of strangeis. They certainly woyld 
not see the house-boat, hidden in the willows. 

Just then the prisoners did. set up a shouting. The 
people in the bhat stopped rowing for a moment, and 
then slid" quietly past the house-boat up the back- 
water., 

{And {hen suddenly Kit felt someone pouncing on 
him fiercely, taking ijrm hold of hiS shoulder^, and 
shaking him like a rat! 

“I’ve gojt one of them!” shouted a voice. “Bring 
a torch, quick!” 




CHAPTER TWENTY - FIV1J 

GOOD NEWS FOR KIT 

After Kit’s father had gone to telephone, ^the 
children sat waiting for the t Dragon. Mr. Armstrong 
soon came back, a broad smile on his face. 

“The police were most interested in what I«had to 
tell them*” lie said. “They are going off in & car to 
the house you hpve described, ancfj have said wewill 
go round by the river, and prevent the men from 
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escaping that wfiy. You had better come with me, 
Robin, became I shan’t know the right way.” 

“ Wp’re coming, too,” said Betty, and Lucy nodded 
her head. 

“No, not you girls,”, said Robin. 

“Why' not?” .asked Lucy fiercely. “You’ve had 
all the fun*, lately. Wc haven’t had any. We’re 
coming^oo.” 

“I’ll come as 'sigll,* then the girl^ can go,” said the 
Dragon unexpectedly. “ I really feel as if I mus£ see 
poor Kit as soon as possible. Shall we go up the 
river now, Peter? It’s getting rather dark.” 

“Yes, we, must go straight away,” said Mr. 
Armstrong. “Come along. Lead tlie way, Robin.” 

So Robin lqj th» way down the dfive Into his own 
gardeA^ down to the bottom, and out through the 
garden gate there. Then across the fields to the 
river. 

He founcl tfie boat, and everyone got in. Rabin 
untied the rope and pushed off. The little boat 
seemed quite crowded with five pepple and one dog, 
became, of course, Sandy had come, too. He wasn’t 
going to be. left out of anything. 

“I hqpe we find, Kit safe and well^” said Mr. 
Armstrong anxiously. “I hate to think ,o£ him 
pnde&the tery nosejbf the enemy. They might fihd, 
him at any moment.” 
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“Kit will be all right!” said Robin. “He’s really 
a very clever boy, Mr. Armstrong.* I say — I’m^ 
awfully sorry I was rude to you that day in the ice- 
cream shop! But, you see, I was on the lookout for 
Kit’s wicked uncle, and I really thought you were 
he, gnoopjng round, asking questions.” 

“That’s all right!” safd I^fr. Armstrong, Towing 
strongly r up the river. “You did put off, of 
course. I felt sure there was no^nall boy hiding 
anywhere in Faldham. I thought I’d got hold of the 
wrong place, and I went off to another Faldham. 
But I soon found that my first address was right, 
and came back to it, as you saw.” 

“I 'suppose it is you who is the rich person now, 
and not Kit?” said Lucy. 

“Quite right,” said Mr. Armstrong. “But Paul 
won’t find it is quite so easy to kidnap me as it is to 
get hold of a 4mall boy !” 

“Now we’re passing our little island,” said Lucy,* 
peering through the twilight. “We shall soon be 
opposite the lonely house, where the house-boat used 
to be.” 

“Don’t speak loudly then,” said Kit’s father^ 
“ Soujids c?rry a long way over .water, you know, and 
we don’t want to warn the men of our coming, if 
they are anywhere about.” 

Scf nobody said a word more for some time. They 
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passed the place where the house-boat had once been 
moored, artd went on to where the little backwater 
beg3n. It was difficult to see in the twilight. But 
Robin knew his way well by now and guided the 
boat deftly into it. 

“Whereabouts is the fyouse-boatj” whispered Mr. 
Armstrong. 

“Hidden in {hat enormous pajr of willow trees,* 
whispered badfotobin. “ You can only just see {hem, 
sir. I say — what’s that?” 

It was a noise of shouting! It seemed to come 
from the house-boat. Then there came a sound of 
hammering. Mr. Armstrong stopped rowing at 
once and they all listened. 

“Mr. Armstrong ! I believe they’ve got Kit locked 
up in the cabins!” whispered Rqbin in dismay. 
“'That’.s somebody shouting for help, I think, thoy^h 
it’s all rather* mufflad — and that really does sound 
like somebody hammeriftg on a door tryifcg to 
get out. Oh, I do hope Kit is all right!” 

“JLook here — I tjiink I’ll take the boat quietly past 
the house-boat ajid moevr it a little way up,** said 
Kit’s father. “It’s quite likely they’ve left somebody 
on guard on deck, mid, if so, we don't Want ^o warn 
them we’re he^e. £Tow — not a word ffom* anyone l” 

Vfiry quietly incited, with hardly d«splash from the 
oars, the boat slipped b$r the house-boat, keeping 
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towards the opposite side of the backwater. Mr. 
Armstrong rowed some way past, and then turned 
into the bank. The nose of the boat pushed intb the- 
long grass, and Kit’s father leapt out. He felt about' 
for a tree-trunk, and tied the bftat to it. 

“Robin, you ran come witji me,”' he whispered. 
“The girls, must stay here with Miss Ta'yiqr. Now, 
don’t make any noise at all.” 

The man and the boy crept over the grass towards 
the big willow trees in which the house-boat was 
hidden. When they got to the boat, Kit’s father 
peered on to the deck. 

“There’s someone sitting there!” Jie’ whispered. 
“Somebody <?n guard, I should think. Well, I’ll 
pounce on him and overpowef him — then we’ll 
rescue Kit.” 

He did not know it was Kit, himself sitting thefe 
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quietly, keeping guard over the two men, who were 
now quiet again in their* - cabins! He crept forward 
on to the deck of the boat, so quietly that Kit did not 
hear a sound. Thfen, with a quick leap, he was on 
him, Tiis strong arms all round the surprised boy, 
pinning him so tightly that he could not move! 

“I*vp got '‘one of them!” he shouted to ‘Robin. * 
“Bring a i torch, quick!” 

“Hi! Let me go!” roared Kit, trying to struggle; 
He thought it must be one of the men from the 



house. He fought fiercely, but the man’s grip was 
too tight for him to escape from. He shouted 
fiercely. 

“Let me go! Let me go!”* 

Robin knew Kit’s voice at once, and he yeljed to 
Mr. Armstrong: “ Sir!^ That’s Kit! .Let Ijim gp!” 

But whatSvitft Kit shouting, too, Mr. Armstrong 
didn’t hilar what,Robin yelled, .and^he held the boy in 
an iron grip. Tllan, feeling that he was small, he let 
go one hand and felt round for Robin’s torch, lie 
switched it on to sec whom he had caught. 

The light feJl right on Kjt’s angry face. Mr. Arm- 
strong stared % down in amazemejit. Why, it was 
little Kit, his own son! He gave a shout of joy.* 

“Kjt! It’s you,* old son! Are you all right? Oh, 
Kitj i’yp found you at last!” 

fot’s Jieart Beat loudly. It was his father’s voice, 
that he once ljnew so •well! But how could that be} 
His father was dead. Robin leapt on board* and 
spoke to Kit. 

“Kit! It’s your, father! It really is! He called 
on the Dragon tq-night. , He wasn’t burnt irp that 
aeroplane <?rash. He’s alive!” 

Kit stood up, and*fa*ther and son faced* one ^nother 
in the remainijig .twilight. Kit thrAv his arms 
roimfi his father’s tvaist, and buried’his head in 'his 
shoulder. 
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“Dad I” he said with a choke. “Ican’t believe it!** 

"It’s true, old son!” said his father, «patting him 
on the back. “My word, I didn’t know it Wiisyou 
when I jumped on you just now ! I thought you were 
yelling down in those cabins^ a close prisoner I” 

Tb/s shotting and hammering began again. Robin 
looked towards Kit. “Who’s there?”'’' he said, in 
surprise. 

“ Mr. Barton and my dear Unckf Paul,” said Kit 
proudly. “They came to see if I was here, I suppose 
—rind I waited till they had gone into the cabins — 
and‘ then I hopped up ,and locked them in — used 
the same padlotk # //?cy had hoped to use‘for,me!” 

“Good for you!” said Robin, delighted. “Golly, 
think of those two captured like that.' What fun!"' 

“I think we’ll go and get the police down here,” 
said Mr. Armstrong, still with his arm round Kit. 
“I don’t feel quite capable of cr.pt uring tw,o madmen 
on ihy own ! Come on—' we’ll go and spe if the police 
have arrived y^t. I telephoned to them some time 
ago*” 

“Ml just slip along an$ tell thje Dragon and the 
girls what we’re going to do,” said Robin, who knew 
that Retty and Lucy would complain bitterly of 
being left ofat of the fun again if he didn’t go to 
them. “ Shan’t be long, sir. I’U join you later. I< 
know 'the way to the house.” 
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Robin sped b&ck to the girls, and Mr. Armstrong 
and Kit m%de their way to the house to see if by any 
chance the police had arrived yet. Robin told the 
girls in a few words the clever thing Kit had done. 

“And there those tjvo men are, captured as neatly 
as anything 1”, he finished. “Isn’t Kit marvelous?* 

But jus\ as ,he spoke ‘there carfte a ‘tremendous 
noise ffom the house-boat. The two* men were 
making one la4t bid for freedom* and with all their 
combined strength were hurling themselves against 
the door. It broke fronP its hinges and went flying 
back, hanging by the locks! 

“ They’rg out!” yelled* Robin, and ran for the 
house-boat, though what he was going tq do, he 
simply didn’t know! He couldn’t* stop the men, that* 
was* pertain! 

The two men ran to hide. They 'knew it would 
not be safe to go back to the houve. They plunged 
into the*bu£hes, and werg soon well hidden. % Not a, 
sound was to be heard. It was really tiresome! 

“Oh, I* do hope they won’t get atvay!” said Robin. 
“Cfh — who’s thatr* Lucy, go back to the boat at 
once.” _ 

“I’ye got Sandy,”. said Lucy. “He’ll smell out the 
two men if I tell him to. Oh, loojc — isNhat the 
police?”* 

It was. Three men were coming down $ie lawn. 



with Mr. Armstrong and Kit. They hailed the 
others. 

“Hi! What was that noise we heard?” 

“The men escaped,” groaned Robin. “They’re in. 
the bushes somewhere. We’H have an awful hunt 
for th6m.” 

“Sandy! ‘Go ind find rabbits, big rabbits!” said 
Lucy to the eager fox-terrier. “Hurry nowV\ 

Sandy shot off. He felt certain t^at Lucy meant 
him U> find the men who had just run off. He put 
his nose to the ground afcd followed the scent of 
the men. Sandy would find them if anyone could! 




.CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


BACK HOME. AGAlNj— AND A BIRTHDAY PARTY f 

Everyone stood still, waiting for the dog to bark— 
and suddenly they heard him: “^vfff, wuff, wuff! 
•Wufl£ wuff, wuff!”* ’ 

“He’s found them I” said Lucy, pleased. “Good 
,old Sandy 1” 

Tlje police made their way to the barking flog. He 
.was standing alittfe way from a thick bush and 
barkingatit. The police sAw that the grass had been. 

*45 
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trampled round about, and guessed that the men 
were there. 

“ Come out of your own accord, or we’ll probe fo? 
you with sticks,” warned the Inspector. There was a 
moment’s silence, and then, the two men crawled 
out, looking very sulky in the light of the police 
torches. 

“I thirik we’ll go back to the house, **Vsaid the 
Inspector. “Take "these men, cohsfables.” 

The two policemen each took charge of a prisoner, 
and the whole company Vent up the lawn to the 
house. The old caretaker was there, and she stared 
in the utmost astonishment when she saw everyone 
coming in. 

“What neit?” 'fche said. “What«ne^t? This beats 
everything. I’ll give my notice in to-morrojv, so 
I will!” 

• Bui nobody 'took any notice of her. The two 
policemen swung the prisoners round to face the 
Inspector — and then Kit’s uncle gave a loud cry. He 
had suddenly seent Kit’s father. 

“Pfter!” he cried. “No — it can’t be Peter! But 
if it’s not — who is it? Peter’s dead!” 

“No, he’s, not dead,” said Mr. Armstrong, in a 
quiet ''and very cold voice. “He’s very muth alive 
and kicking. And he’s going to have a reckoning, 
with you, Paul, for your treatment of his son!” 
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Paul went pale. He might have been able to lie his 
way out with the others— but he could not deceive 
Kit’s 'own father, who had known him and his bad 
ways for yearn. He was his stepbrother, and had 
gone wrong since he Was a young man. lie loomed 
his ey<» and said nothing. , 

“As fo £ ybu,” said Kit’s father, turning to Mr. 
Barton. '‘You are a rat and a woim! To take charge 
of a boy, and accept payment for that charge— ^and 
theaf'to bargain with his B enemies for his capturel 
I can tell you, I shall not rest until you have a fit 
punishment. .You will nrjver be allowed to teach 
young childfep again, that is certain.” 

Mr. Barton could think of nothing to # say. He had 
never, been lcind for Kit, so he could not expect the 
boy Co*>ay a good woid for him. Hjs wicked ways 
hdd found him out at last. He stood there, surly 
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and sulky,. gi\ing the Dragon a hard look now ana 
again. 

“Well, sir, I’ll take charge of these,men now,” said 
the Inspector, noddjqg to the two^policcmen to take 
them away. “ We’ve got a car outside. Perhaps 
you’ll see Ine again in the morning, sir? Thank 
you.”* 

Mr. Batson aijd Kjt’s uncle were hustled out of the 
•roonf. The children heard the ffontVloor bang and 
then a car door. The car Engine started up ahd the 
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big police car roared off into the night, taking the 
wicked men to prison. 

• “That’s the end of "them ,” said Lucy, with a 
sigh of relief. “Oh, Kit — are you glad to see your 
father?” 

“I should jusf think I ami” said Kit. He had not 
left his father’s side once. The boy simply x could not 
believe that his father really was .there. IsJow he 
would look after him and be wi th hi’m. It was simply 
marvellous. 

Betty yawned. 

“'fime you were in bed,” said the Dragon. “ Come 
along. We must all go back.” 

“I’ll* just tyave a word with the poor old care- 
taker,” said Mr. Armstrong. “Thc"old r thing simply 
can’t make out, what’s happening.” 

^Thcre was another man hfre once,” said Robih, 
suddenly remembering. 

“Well, we’ll be able to get him, too, I’Ve no doubt,*’ 
said Mr. Armstrong. He went to speak to the old 
woman, and she grumbled away at him, shaking 
her old head. 

“Nice goings on, these are! I’m right glad Mr. 
Cunningham’s come back from ‘abroad. He ought 
to know'abcfut all this, so he ought! I’ye a good 
mind to telephone to him — btit I don’t rightly* 
know how to use the thingl” " 
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“Don’t you worry, I'll telephone!” said Mr. 
Armstrong* “ What’s his number? Do you know?” 
• Sodh Kit’s father was telephoning to Mr. Cunt 
ningham, and that gentleman was extremely as- 
tonished to hear wha? had been happening <jn his 

house-boat since he had left. 

^ ^ • 

“I’ll cpme Over to-morrow,” he promised. 
“We’ll meet on .the house-boa^, shall we? Dear me, 
I’ve just remembered — it’s my birthday. Tell Lucy 
I’lUfrmg a cake — not so nice as hei s, perhaps, Wt, 
still, quite nice. We’ll eat it, and drink ginger-b^er 
at eleven o’clock.” 

“ O-o-gh ! «isn’t he nice?” said the. children, looking 
at one another. “I say — maybe we can ha?ve the 
house-boat property for ourselves again now'” 

They* went back home in the littlf boat, sleepy, 
edited .and tited. Mother was home by this time, 
feeling ve\y agtQnishad and anxious’to find none df 
the children «^bout. She was even mote astonished 
to see Kit and his father — and the Dragon, tool 

“ >yhat is all thisj” she cried. 

“Oh, Mummy!. Do yoy remember hearing about 
a boy called Sammy, who was quite dumb?” cried 
Robid. •“Well, here tfe is.” 

^How do you do? # ” said Kit, holding out hisTiand. 

“He’s not dumbV’ said Mummy. 

Everyone laughed.* Thin they settled down to a 
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good old talk, and the children’s mother listened in 
growing astonishment. 

“To think all this has been happening undfer my 
very nose and I didn’t know a thing!” she said, half* 
indignantly. “ Well, well — it’s a good thing every- 
thing ha? co,me right. You might have got 
yourselves and Kit into serious trouble.* 

“Oh, no, madam-jchildien like. yours get other 
people out of trouble!” said Mr. (Armstrong, with 
a laugh. “Now, I’m going to take Kit off tombed. 
Ifc’s tired out. Goodnight, children. See you to- 
morrow!” 

The Dragon, Mr. Armstrong and Kit .vent to their 
house next door, and Mummy bundled three excited 
children up to bed. 

“I’ll never jro to sleep!” said Lucy. “I v.ant to 
talk till midnight!” 

But they were all asleep in a few minutes, and did 
not' wake till the breakfast gong squnded loudly 
through the hqpse! 

“It’s Mr. Cunningham’s birthday party to-day,* 
said Lucy to the others. “I hope he has a nice cake! * 
Won’t it be fun to tell him everything.” 

They were all on the house-boat at eleven ‘o'dock. < 
Mr. Cunningham was already there, looking as 
twinkly as eve*. On a table was the biggest birthday* 
cake the children had ever '»een! It was really 
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enormous and hid pink-and-white icing all ovc/ it. 

^ No can^Jes!” said Lucy, in astonishment. 

"I’m too old to have all my candles on,” said Mr. 
Cunningham. "I’m forty-two to-day — and no cake 
would hold so many eddies.” 

“Oh, Aren’t you old!” said Betty. “Never mind — 
you’re* very *oice.” 

“Thank* you,” said Mr. Cunningham.* “Now — 
who will have a'slicte of my birthday cake with me? 
Wh^ you, Sandy! Dear, dear, to think ot a «dog 
liking birthday cakes. Ncf, get down and wait your 
turn, Sandy.* Ladies first, please! Oh, Robin* get 
'the ginger-ljeer, will you? *I’ve put it all in a bucket 
of ice tolkeep?ool, down in the cabin.” 

Well, that* $vas* g. fea«!t! Enormous slices of the 
creaidifst birthday cake the children had ever eaten 
— *nd iced ginger-beer, so cold thaf *it made their 
throats ^iurt when it jvent down. B»t, as Lucy* said, 
it was “a very nice sort ofjiurt!” 

Mr. Cunningham heard all the story through 
from start to finish, and inspected tBe door that had 
* been broken down \fie ni^ht before. 

“That’s vthe only damage these children have 
caused,” he said solemnly to Mr Armstrong. “ Very 
nic^ children, these. In fact, I’m thinkyig pf selling 
,my boat to theiii.” 

The children stared at him. 
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“What do you mean, Mr. Cunrfmgham?” asked 
Robin at last. 

, “Well,” said Mr. Cunningham. “I don’t waat the. 
boat, you know — and you certainly seem to have 
found a lot of use for it — keeping men prisoner and 
so on— so I think it would be a good thing if I sold 
it to you.” 

“Well, iir, we’d simply love to buy it— but how 
much do you wdnt for it?” askc^l Robin eagerly. 
“I’vfc only got five shillings in my money-bcj at 
present. But I’ve got plenty in the bank.” 

“Idon’t want much for it,” said Mr. Cunningham. 
“I’m coming back to live in my hou§p here, you 
know.* So, if you' would like to buy my house-boat, 

I would be Willing to sell it to you on.youi promise 
of paying me at least — at least — fifty-two visits a 
yearl Is that too much, do you think?” 

• The children' had been expecting him to say 
fifty*iwo pounds. They., stared at him, delighted.. 
“But that’s not proper payment,” said Lucy, at 
last. “A visit isn& a payment. We’d visit you for 
nothing.” 

“ Pardon me, but you do pay calls, and t isits,” said 
Mr. Cunningham solemnly. ‘“And that’s the pay- 
ment Pd like. Is it a bargain?” 

“Oh, yes\ n cried Betty joyfully. It would be, 
lovely to go and see Mr. Chnningham once a week— 



BACK HOME AC^IN 


253 


he was so nice. Anti what fun to have the house-bokt 
for their very, very own — to play on each holiday — 
to. sleep in whenever they liked. 

“Is Kit to share it, too?” askqd Betty. 

“Of course,” iaid Mr* Cunningham. “Though I 
suppose he will he going back to America with his 
father, s'bon, svonJt he?'* 

“ He’ll stay for the rest of the holidays,” Said Mr. 
Armstrong, and tjie? children ga^e a whoop of 
dcligl^. “Then we’ll see. I’d like to see a bit bf 
England now I’m here. And, Mr. Cunningham^ 
I’d think it very nice of you if you’d pay me a v?nt 
whenever you^vz in America.” 

It was a very^iappy morning. Everyone had. two 
slices of birthday cake eacK, even Sandy, ahd as much 
ginger-beer as they could drink. Then they said 
good-bye*.to Mr.. Cunningham and promised to visit 
him again as so<jn as e£cr they could.* 

• “Don’t you get behind with your payments !”*he 
called as they went off in the boat. 

“We won’t!” cried all the childreii, and waved 
.wildly* at him. 

“Well, I’nxquite sorry that adventure’s over,” said 
{tobin. < 

“Jty nbt,” said Kit. “Oh, Dad— it’s loyely to 
l^ve y«ji again, t simply can’t believe. it’s true!” 

“It’s true all right,” said bis father, and smiled at 
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tHe boy beside him. “ We’re goin£ to have some fun 
together, Kit— you see if we don’t!” , 

“And we’ve got the? old Black Swan for our very 
own!” cried Lucy,, remembering. “Aren’t we 
lucky? Oh, aren’t we lucky!” 

“We’ll have wonderful times on the old house* 
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boat,” said Betty. And there’s no donbt about it — 
they certainly will! 


THE END 



